











Three-flavored fun % from Mars’ sunlit 


kitchens—the best-liked chocolate-covered 


1. Rich milk chocolate. 
% { 2. Golden caramel. 
3. Creamy chocolate malted milk nougat. 











by MARJORIE VETTER 


THREE’S A CROWD. By Marie Mc- 
We Swican. E. P. Dutton and Company, 
Inc., $2.50. At first glance, people found it 
hard to tell which of the pretty, twenty-year- 
old Farraday twins was Janet and which was 
Jody, because they look, talked, and dressed 
exactly alike, But it wasn’t so difficult on 
longer acquaintance for their personalities 
were very different. The popular twins at- 
tended college while living at home, belonged 
to the same sorority, were much in demand 
for extracurricular activities‘and gay times, 
liked the same things and the same people, 
always double-dated, talked everything over 
together, were never separated a single night. 
Then along came Zip Harmon, an older boy 
who was already through college and had a 
job which he planned to make a stepping- 
stone to big things in the oil business. Jody 
fell in love with Zip before she realized that 
it was Janet he preferred. As she forced her- 
self to smile and be gay through all the fes- 
tivities of Janet’s engagement and big wed- 
ding, Jody had to face not only the loss of 
the man she loved but of the sister who 
seemed almost a part of herself. She learned 
she couldn’t run away from this unhappy 
situation but must face it; conquer hurt, jeal- 
ousy, loneliness, the feeling of being aban- 
doned, and plan her life on her own. You 
need not be a twin to share Jody’s experience. 
Many girls face it in the marriage of a be- 
loved older sister or an inseparable friend. 
It is handled here with wisdom, sympathy, 
and restraint. 


THE SUPER‘’S DAUGHTER. By ANNE 

Turts. Henry Holt and Company, 
$2.50. D.P.’s from middle Europe, the Novaks 
are a loving, united, completely believable, 
completely understandable family. They have 
found a pleasant haven in New York’s Green- 
wich Village. Mr. Novak is grateful for his 
job as superintendent of an apartment house. 
Practical, hard-working Mrs. Novak wants 
her daughters to have high school diplomas. 
Gay, teasing thirteen-year-old Olga is busy 
and happy. But awkward, uncertain seven- 
teen-year-old Meri is on the point of leaving 
high school in her senior year. She is tired 
of being a “portable-accessory” to the never- 
silent house telephone and running errands 
for the tenants; tired of having no pretty new 
clothes to wear; tired of having no money to 
pay her tuition at art school or buy drawing 
materials for her ever-sketching fingers. Mem- 
ories of her former life make it easy for Meri 
to suspect a mystery in circumstances that 
no one else finds strange. Popular, glamorous 
Tanya Polski, living with her mother in an 
aura of mystery and Old World elegance on 
the top floor, persuades Meri to transfer to 
Knickerbocker High where she can take art 
appreciation. Here Meri gains confidence as 
the makes friends with the other students, 
shares the work, fun, successes and disap- 
Pointments of senior year and goes to the 
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You don’t have to... with Stretchlinks! 
Made of 100% Helanca® nylon they 
just won’t wear through! 





















Stretchlinks go right on fitting 
perfectly even though your 
shoe size changes! You may 
have to buy new shoes, but you 
won’t have to buy new socks! 























































At better stores everywhere. For your nearest store, write 


TRIMFIT HOSIERY ° Empire State Building * New York 1, N. Y. 









Use new MMe KAW shampoo 


tonight—tomorrow your hair 
will be sunshine bright! 








It's like washing your hair in 
softest rain water! This new gentle 
lotion shampoo leaves your hair 
soft as a cloud, bright as sunshine, 
fresh-smelling as a spring breeze. 
And it’s so easy to care for! 


CAN’T DRY YOUR HAIR LIKE HARSH LIQUIDS 
CAN’T DULL YOUR HAIR LIKE SOAPS OR CREAMS 


Joie Jun 


Fabulous New 
Lotion Shampoo by Toni 





prom with a young N.Y.U. student. Her habit 
of making quick sketches of things that in- 
terest her helps her to solve the mystery and 
opens the way to an unusual art career. Per- 
haps it is the author’s long residence in New 
York City and her years of teaching girls like 
Meri that make Meri, her family, her city 
apartment house, and high school background 
so real. 


STAGE MANAGER’S HANDBOOK. By 
WS Bert Gruver. Harper and Brothers, 
$3.00. This is the book that was used by the 
stage managers who ran the very successful 
1953 Girl Scout Convention in Cincinnati. 
They recommend it highly for use by Girl 
Scouts in the Dramatics program or for any 
girls who are interested in putting on ama- 
teur stage productions. In it, a competent 
stage manager sets down in detail the re. 
sponsibilities of his job. Since the stage man- 
ager’s job is conceded to have “charge of 
everything backstage,” his job presents an 
over-all picture of the responsibilities of those 
with whom he must deal—playwright, direc- 
tor, house manager, stagehands, and all mem- 
bers of the production staff. The actual prep- 
aration of a Master Cue Sheet and a Stage 
Manager’s Working Prompt Script is shown. 
Check lists to be used before the first re- 
hearsal, at every performance, and at the end 
of each day are given. Techniques of prompt- 
ing, training assistants, and establishing a 
performance pattern to make for a smoother 
performance by the entire company are fully 
discussed. Will you have a “curtain rising” 
within the next few months? Here is concrete 
advice and welcome help. 


IN A MIRROR. By Mary Srozz. 
eS Harper and Brothers, $2.50. There is 
a quality of sadness and beauty in the re- 
straint and faithful adherence to truth in this 
novel. It is natural that there should be a 
good deal of quiet introspection, because it 
is in the form of the journal of an unhappy 
girl whose primary interest is writing. Bessie 
Muller, now in her third year of college, has 
spent her teen years in intermittent and un- 
successful wrestling with the problem of 
overweight which has kept her from sharing 
the activities of her classmates. Miss Bern- 
stein, Bessie’s favorite teacher in high school, 


“ once told her that she would overcome her 


weakness when it became important—or un- 
important—enough. It is Miss Bernstein who 
has inspired Bessie’s interest in writing, and 
Bessie’s side-line position gives her time to 
do a great deal of thinking, to analyze herself, 
her family, and friends. Til Carey, Bessie’s 
roommate, a young dance aspirant—a pretty, 
popular girl who has more dates than she 
knows what to do with—has her own un- 
happy problem. When Bessie finally realizes 
the lacks in her character that lead to her 
overeating and does something about them, 
she remembers Miss Bernstein’s words; for 
though the dating comes along; it is too 
late to be important and any triumph of 
achievement is swallowed up in loss of Til, 
who has run away from the tragedy of her 
love for a married professor. This book is 
definitely for older girls who are mature 
enough to appreciate the artistry of its honest 
sincerity and fine, perceptive writing. THE END 





You may order books reviewed on these pages 
from the book publishers, in care of the 
magazine. Please make checks or money oF- 
ders payable to the book publisher, not to 
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Crime does not pay with Butch and Elly on the alert 


by RUTH GILBERT COCHRAN 


Illustration by Clyde Ross 


whatever it is that takes a girl so long to do in preparation for a 
day’s outing, settled back in the driver's seat of Kenneth Van 
Tuyl’s ancient station wagon with a happy sigh of achievement. A few 
weeks earlier, Butch, more formally known as Marvin Conover, Junior, 
had undertaken a Saturday delivery job for the antique dealer as a tem- 
porary measure, so that he and Elly could help the other members of their 
junior class at Western High in the purchase of a wedding present for 
their English teacher. On this bright morning, Mr. Van Tuyl had told 
Butch that he needed his regular driver as a shop assistant. He had sug- 
gested that Butch keep on with the week-end deliveries at a small salary 
which would be substantially increased with the start of summer vacation, Elly took an angry 
when Butch could give more time to the job. step forward, but 
It was no wonder, then, that Butch was pleased, nor that he was anxious Butch caught her arm 
to tell pretty, brown-eyed Elly of his good fortune. What in time was 
keeping her so long, anyway? Butch glared at the closed front door of 
the Trasks’ old-fashioned Georgetown home, then punched the horn in 
a series of impatient squawks. 
The door opened abruptly, but it was Hannah, the energetic New Eng- 
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| iE REDHEADED Butch Conover, waiting for Elly Trask to do 








land housekeeper, who leaned out to call 
tartly, “Elly’s talking on the telephone, 
Butch. There’s no need to wake the dead 
with all that racket. She'll be right out.” 

“Okay, Han,” Butch grinned. “But tell 
her to cut the gabfest short and get a move 
on, will you?” 

“Tell her yourself,” Hannah retorted, 
as Elly appeared beside her, looking a 
picture of spring in a new suit. She came 
down the steps slowly, one hand grasp- 
ing the handle of a generous-sized lunch 
basket, the other carefully balancing a 
covered cake pan which she handed to 
Butch. “It’s one of Hannah’s sponge 
cakes,” she explained. “As long as one of 
your calls is in Berryvale, Mother asked 
us to take this to Aunt Mattie. Auntie 
doesn’t bake much since her rheumatism’s 





been so bad. Say, Butch, you'll never 
guess who that was on the phone just 
ea 

“Okay, I won't guess, then,” Butch 
grunted. “Who was it?” 

“Nobody but the bossman himself,” 
Elly squealed. “Dr. Baker!” 

“Doc Baker?” Butch’s gray eyes wid- 
ened in amazed resentment. This was a 
fine time for their high school principal 
to be interfering with their plans. “What's 


he doing—chasing us up on Saturdays. 


now? There ought to be a law. . . school 
stuff should wait till Monday.” 

“It wasn’t school stuff,” Elly soothed. 
“He wanted to speak to Mother, but she’s 
out, so I took a message. Dr. Baker 
thought she might know of some quiet 
country boardinghouse down near our 


Maryland cottage. He and Mrs. Baker 
want to spend the summer there because 
he’s going to write a book!” 

“Some fun!” Butch jeered, and added 
with the irritation typical of the masculine 
creature who has been kept waiting, “For- 
get the doc, will you? We've got a lot 
to do today, and we're late now. So hop 
in, honey bun.” 

Elly was in her usual gay spirits as she 
settled herself beside him, but Butch de- 
cided to make her wait a while before he 
told her about Mr. Van Tuyl’s offer. 

They made several deliveries in lower 
Georgetown — the final one to a fussy 
young bride who kept repeating her 
mother’s instructions on the relacquering 
of the battered old tin tea caddy she en- 
trusted to them. 
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Their hearts were light as they bowled over 


_ the tree-bordered Virginia countryside 


““Mother says — Mother says,” Butch 
mimicked as they drove on. “Boy, I feel 
sorry for that gal’s husband!” 

“So do I,” Elly giggled. “Well, who's 
next?” 

“Just the Berryvale deal,” Butch said. 
“What anyone can see in all this old junk 
is beyond me. But why should I complain, 
with my bright future in the business 

..?” He paused tantalizingly, and Elly 
looked up at him with pleading in her 
wide-set eyes. 

“Come on-— give!” she urged. “I've 
known all along that you had something 
nice tucked away to tell me.” 

“Oh, yeah?” Butch growled, thinking 
that Elly was really mighty sweet. “What 
made you so psychic?” he asked. 

“The way your eyes kept twinkling,” 
Elly said. “Don’t be mean, Butch. What 
is it?” 

Butch told her of his promised summer 
job and Elly was every bit as delighted 
as he was at the prospect. 

They had by this time crossed the 
bridge over the Potomac, and now the 
station wagon was jolting along the nar- 
row, tree-bordered roads of the Virginia 
countryside. Butch transacted his busi- 
ness in sleepy little Berryvale and then, 
following a still more rustic road, they 
passed finally through the ornate iron 
gateway leading to Judge Whittaker’s 
white-pillared mansion. 

“Look,” Elly pointed. “There’s a car in 
front of the house. Oh, I hope Aunt 
Mattie isn’t sick...” 

“No doctor would drive a splashy red 
convertible like that,” Butch assured her. 
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“Hey, isn’t that the judge out there in 
that steamer chair beside the summer- 
house?” 

“Why, yes, it is,” Elly agreed, puzzled. 
“And Auntie’s in the hammock. Butch, 
I’m sure something's wrong . . . let’s hurry 
over through the garden and see.” 

Butch, expecting to find white-whisk- 
ered Lucius D. Whittaker the same fiery 
little replica of Buffalo Bill he remem- 
bered, was saddened to see how quiet 
and listless the old judge seemed as he 
came forward to meet them. 

“Why, Elly, my dear,” he said softly, 
“this is a pleasant surprise. Glad to see 
you, too, Conover. Mattie is a bit indis- 
posed for the moment, so let’s step inside 
the summerhouse where we can talk with- 
out disturbing her.” 

Behind the judge’s back, Elly pulled 
Butch’s sleeve. “Auntie’s been crying!” 
she whispered. “And whoever those visi- 
tors are, they’re alone in the house! What 
do you suppose is the matter?” 

“The judge will tell us,” Butch mur- 
mured, and indeed the judge was the first 
to speak after they were seated in the 
rustic building. “No doubt you are won- 
dering why my wife and I are out here,” 
he said, “while Mr. Hal Burton, a Wash- 
ington real estate dealer, and his clients 
are in the house. Mr. Burton urged us to 
wait outside; he said it might be painful 
for us to hear them discussing our home.” 

“You're not selling it?” Elly cried. 
“Your beautiful old house! Oh, Uncle Lu, 
you couldn't do that!” 

“T’m afraid we shall have to,” her great- 
uncle said heavily. “Taxes—upkeep—even 
the housework without proper help is get- 
ting too much for us. Mr. Burton says we 
can realize enough from the sale to rent 
a small apartment in Washington and 


live there in comparative comfort for the 
rest of our lives.” 

“But you love this place—every acre of 
it!” Elly mourned. “I can’t bear to think 
of you cooped up in a stuffy city apart- 
ment with only brick walls to look out at. 
Auntie would be miserable.” 

“We've considered the step carefully,” 
the judge sighed. “It seems the only thing 
we can do.” 

“Don’t you think you should talk things 
over with Mother... ?” Elly began, and 
stopped as Butch nudged her elbow. 

“I believe your uncle is looking for 
something, Elly,” he said. “What is it, 
sir?” 

“My pipe,” the judge said, standing up 
and slapping his empty coat pockets. 
“Drat the luck—I must have left it on the 
kitchen table.” 

“Tll get it,” Butch said, and turned to 
Elly. “Didn’t you bring out a cake for 
your aunt? We'll be back in a jiffy, Judge 
Whittaker.” 


What's the idea?” Elly hissed as 
she and Butch hastened toward the house. 

“I don’t want that agent to leave before 
we find out what he’s up to,” Butch mut- 
tered. “Ken Van Tuy] knows that Burton 
fellow and says he’s a Slippery Dick. I'll 
bet there’s something more than sym- 
pathy behind his getting the judge out 
of the way while he and his clients talk.” 

As Butch and Elly stepped into the 
kitchen, they heard a woman's high- 
pitched voice, “Fifteen rooms! Why, Mr. 
Burton, this house is a perfect white ele- 
phant fortwoold people living here alone!” 

“Of course,” a man’s voice, evidently 
belonging to the agent, answered. “Mrs. 
Whittaker did make the house pay for 
itself at one time. She was stronger then 
and able to have summer guests. People 
go daft over these great, high-ceilinged 
rooms and all this priceless antique furni- 
ture..." 

“The furniture must be included in the 
sale,” said another man’s voice, “every 
stick of it. Remember, Burton, I'll pay 
twenty thousand only on that condition.” 

“Oh, sure,” the agent answered smooth- 
ly. “The old couple out there are babes 
in the wood about the value of their 
rs 

Elly took an angry step forward, but 
Butch caught her arm. 

“The whole place is shockingly neg- 
lected,” the woman twittered. “Mrs. Whit- 
taker told me that a woman with the 
quaint name of Mehitabel Drew used to 
work here before her husband took sick.” 

“Never mind the neighborhood gossip,” 
her husband cut in rudely. “Burton, do 
you mean that about the value of the fur- 
niture?” 

“I surely do,” the agent said. “For 
instance — you'll want to electrify this 
place, of course. Well, sir, Ken Van Tuyl, 
the antique dealer over on Wisconsin 
Avenue, would give you enough for that 
matched dozen of amber-glass whale-oil 
lamps to pay for the whole job.” 

“That does it!” (Continued on page 34) 
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“Look, fella,” Jill’s escort said. “Up anchor and away from here. The Navy looks after its ow 


ELL, LOOK AT YOURSELF,” suggested Stan Rogers reason- 
ably. “Would you hire you? Most high school seniors— 


and plenty of juniors—have summer jobs waiting for 
them. But you? You're seventeen but you look about twelve! You 
believe everybody and fall for anything! I keep telling you that 
you have to learn to balance the scale. If your thinking isn’t so 
good, you have to listen and remember. If you're weak, you have 
to be smart! Now, you look as if sharpening a pencil would be 
heavy labor—” 

“That’s not so!” flared Jill Spencer. “I can hike and fish and 
play tennis and golf with the best of them. Even you, Mr. Smarty- 
Pants Rogers!” 

“I said you look like a helpless kitten,” Stan reminded her, 
“I didn’t say you are one. Although, if I may say so, I’ve always 
been able to lick the stuffing out of you at both tennis and golf.” 

“You're positively vulgar,” Jill’s nose tilted another fraction of 
a degree, “and if there is one thing that I can not endure, it is 
vulgarity!” . 

With that, she turned, raced up the steps, and vanished into 
the cloistered interior of the public library. A moment later, when 
she looked up to see him approaching, she glared at him so vin- 
dictively that he turned and fled. 

“The nerve of him,” she muttered to the cards in the index. 
“Just because he has been my brother's friend for ages, he thinks 
he can talk to me any old way he pleases . . . The idea of insulting 
me because I haven't found a job! I notice that he doesn’t men- 
tion his job. Why isn’t he working? I'll tell him a thing or two—” 

She closed the box on the inoffensive index cards and, pick- 
ing a book at random from the shelves, retired to a spot in the 
corner to sit and stare unseeingly at page sixteen of “The Life 
of Plutarch.” 

She couldn’t tell him anything! What was there to tell? 

She certainly wasn't going to tell him that she had sown job 
applications broadcast over the length and breadth of the city! 
She certainly wouldn't tell him that she had tried to enlist in the 
Wac, Wave, and Marine Corps. The armed forces had displayed 
a dismaying degree of unification. They had informed her, regret- 
fully and in turn, that no enlistments were being accepted. The 
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aim was probably temporary—why not call back sometimé 
ater! 

Her worst letdown had been at the Wave office. The Wave af 
the desk was lovely. Also, she was so efficient that it hurt actual 
There had been a chief petty officer with her. As Jill turned for 
lornly away, he had asked, “How old are you, young lady?” 

Making a hasty readjustment of her birth date, Jill had replied 
“Eighteen, sir.” 

He sighed—yes, she was sure he sighed. “A little young, b 
come back in a couple of years. If you are as smart as you are 
beautiful, we can use you.” 

The Wave glanced toward him, then looked at Jill. “Beware} 
of sweet-talking sailors!” she warned with a smile that looked a) 
little worn. “Why not call back later? If the situation should 
change—” 

“She knew I wasn’t eighteen,” Jill told “The Life of Plutarch”) 
bitterly. “I didn’t fool her. And she is just exactly my ideal of, 
well, of everything! She’s beautiful. She’s so completely execu- 
tive. And I can’t even get a job in a dime store!” 

She closed the book, replaced it on the shelf, and went to the 
door. Down at the corner, Stan was still leaning against the lamp- 
post, watching the library! 

“Tl fool you, Stan Rogers!” Jill said under her breath. 

Crossing the lobby, she entered the phone booth and called 
her mother. “I’m at the library . . . think I'll go to a movie.” 

Letting herself out of the side door of the library, she tossed 
a sardonic salute in the direction of the corner, the lamppost, 
and Stan and hurried off toward the movie. She hadn’t meant to 
go to a movie tonight. She was trying to save for some new 
clothes. But she did not intend to give Stan another chance to 
sound off at her! 


Two hours later, when she emerged from the movie, 
she was hugging herself delightedly. Mr. Stan Rogers was 4 
Mr. Know-It-All, was he? Well, she would see about that... 
and he would hear about it . . . But to think—if she hadn't gone 
to the movies tonight, she might not have known! This oppor- 
tunity might have eluded her! 
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“It just goes to show!” she remarked sagely to the 
twinkling stars. 

Since this was Saturday night, she had to let matters 
slide over Sunday. Stan came over, as usual, and hung 
around all day. She treated him with a kindly patience 
that first startled—and then enraged—him. 

“Look, Garbo,” he said finally, “what’s the story?” 

“You wouldn't understand,” she told him loftily. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t! Do you realize that I may be in the 
armed forces soon?” 

“Do you realize,” she asked sweetly, “that I, too, may 
be in the armed forces soon?” 

“You?” He whooped with delight. “That'll be the day! 
The armed forces are for grownups. They don’t have 
facilities for baby-tending!” 

She backed away from him. “You just wait,” she said 
furiously. “You—just—wait! I'll show you!” 


She was at the Wave office almost as soon as it 
opened the next morning. As she entered the room, her 
eyes sought that certain desk and she sighed happily. She 
had been almost afraid that it couldn't be true, but it was. 
Her Wave was as lovely as she had remembered her. 
Everything was just as she had remembered it. Even to 
the handsome officer standing near the desk and smiling 
at her. 

The beautiful Wave looked her surprise. “I hadn’t ex- 
pected to see you again so soon.” 

“I know,” said Jill eagerly, “and I wouldn't have thought 
of coming except that I went to a movie last Saturday 
night, and then I knew I had to try again. So I came back 
as soon as I could.” 

“A movie—?” repeated the Wave. 

“What movie?” asked the chief. 

“It was ‘Sailor, Beware, ” said Jill quickly. “Remember? 
Martin got into the Navy on his twelfth try because the re- 
quirements had been lowered. When I saw that, I knew 
I'd have to come right back to see you.” 

The chief started to speak, choked, and ended by 
coughing hollowly. 

“H-m-m,” said the Wave thoughtfully. She looked hard 
at the chief for a moment. Then she looked at Jill. “I'm 
terribly sorry, but Waves must be at least eighteen, and I 
have a feeling that you are almost but not quite. Perhaps 
I’m mistaken?” 

“No, I’m afraid you're right,” said Jill, not daring to 
look at the chief. She could feel her chin quivering, but 
she couldn’t hold it firm. “You mean—there’s no chance? 
I still can’t get in?” 

The Wave looked at the papers on her desk. She moved 
one from the left to the right; moved another from the 
right to the left. “Let me see,” she murmured, “what—” 

“Maybe,” said the chief, “there’s something in Regula- 
tions that gives points for enthusiasm.” 

Jill hardly heard him. Realization had finally caught 
up with her flying tongue and hasty actions. A Martin 
and Lewis movie! She had come back here on the strength 
of what had probably been just a stupendous Martin and 
Lewis gag! Oh, Stan was so hatefully right when he said 
that she fell for anything! She could feel her face turning 
red. 

Another Wave hurried in. “The photographer is on the 
phone again,” she said grimly. “And he’s simply furious. 
The model hasn’t come, and he’s ready to take those pic- 
tures. I said if he’d hold the line, I'd see what I could 
find out.” 

The beautiful Wave sighed. “I know the model hasn't 
come. She was to stop in here and pick up the uniform 
before going up to the studio. I told her definitely to be 
here before nine—” 

The office door flew open unceremoniously. “Look,” 
cried the man who burst in, “I’m a busy man. Where is 
the model you were to send up? Just because we have of- 
fices in the same building, you (Continued on page 49) 








Your printing tools are few and simple—and 
beautiful effects are easy to obtain 


This charming skirt was made by pri 


the horse design in light-colored ink @ 
the broad bands of a heavy striped 


Express your personality 


in fabrics you can print with your 


own gay and original designs 
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This clever bolero, belt, and scarf 
can pep up a plain dress; the design 
is printed in the squares of a 
cotton material with large checks 
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See how a simple block print 

can turn a silk square into a 

colorful trimming to grace the neck 
of a plain summer frock, or a blouse 


rint Your Own Fabries 


by RENA PENN BRITTAN 
Drawings by Hilde Glasgow 


It’s a season of fun, play, travel, and vacation. Capture the 

spirit by block printing cotton fabrics for “day-into-evening” 
clothes, bags, stoles, gadabout jackets, and even minor parts of your 
wardrobe that can be personalized! 

Block printing fabrics is an exciting and original way to design 
your own clothes. It is a quick and easy way to reproduce a design 
as many times as desired, over the whole of the fabric, in borders, 
or in large single motifs. You need solid-colored material or a fabric 
that already has large checks or wide stripes or bands to which you 
can add your original design. Aim for simple, striking effects. Create 
your own motif by taking ideas from leaves, flowers, plants; or adapt 
commonplace items such as safety pins, watches, sunglasses, into 
designs, and see what thrilling patterns they make! 

For block printing, here’s what you'll need: your design, carbon 
paper, linoleum, pencil, cutters, roller, block-printing ink, glass plate, 
newspapers. 

The “how-to” for block printing is simple. Once you have pro- 
duced your design, trace it on linoleum, backward—so it will print 
in its original plan. With cutters which can be bought at any school- 
supply store, cut the design either with the motif “raised” and the 
background cut away, or vice versa. A roller and printer's ink in all 
colors can be purchased at the local newspaper shop. The floor makes 
a good work area. Squeeze a small amount of ink out on a glass plate 
from an old window or picture frame. Then use the roller to apply 
the ink to the linoleum block—hence the term “block printing.” Make 
a trial print on paper or a sample of fabric by placing the inked 
block face down on the fabric and pressing firmly. The most success- 
ful method is to place your foot on it carefully and apply your weight. 
You'll get the thrill of a lifetime when you see your design, even 
though you may want to make a few changes on it at this point. 

easy—doesn’t it—and so much fun! But—be sure to wear 
your old clothes! Here are other pointers to remember: 


Sm: IS THE TIME of year the personal touch is most desirable! 


1. Wash fabric before you print it to 
remove all filler or sizing. Press it 
nicely. 

2. Prepare your printing area by 
spreading a thick layer of newspaper 
on the floor or a large table. This 
forms a good cushion for the printing. 
3. Printer’s ink can be mixed like 
any other paints. If you have a tube 
of red and you want it lighter, mix 
white ink with it, using a palette knife 
or spatula. Then print a little section 
of your design on the fabric to see 
how the color shows up. If you use 
more than one color, wait until the 
first is dry before printing the second. 
4. Mark off your fabric with pencil 
dots or tailor’s chalk at the corners 
of each location of your linoleum 


block. Plan an allover effect or bor- 
ders or a scatter pattern. 


5. Add extra ink to the glass plate 
each time you re-ink a block for 
heavy-textured fabric. Soft, thin ma- 
terials require less ink. 


6. Try to get equal pressure when 
you stand on your block so that each 
design will print evenly. 

7. Cleanup time is the final step! All 
your equipment, plus your block, must 
be cleaned with paint thinner or 
turpentine. 


8. In about twenty-four hours the 
block-printed fabric will be ready to 
handle. Place a cloth over the de- 
sign and press with a medium-hot 
iron to set the ink. THE END 





brand new! There’s a sheen to her 

hair, a clean sparkle to her skin, a 
spring to her step. She’s headed for some- 
where, and it’s plain to see that she’s off 
to a bang-up start. 

Chances are you ve met Sally. Her 
clothes are not expensive, nor is she a 
beauty, but admiration trails after her. 
Perhaps she’s at school. Perhaps she’s one 
of your gang. She could even be YOU. 
For Sally has a lot of other names as well 
—like Jane or Barbara or Mary. But you 
can spot her by a special look—the all- 
groomed look—that she carries along with 
her wherever she goes. It is a look made 
up of little things that leave big impres- 
sions. 

“How do I get this mysterious look?” 
you inquire. 

For your answer start off by taking a 
long look in a full-length mirror to see the 
you that others must see. Mind, no fixing 
up! No special smiles for the mirror, either. 
That’s not the idea! Now, how do you 
honestly find yourself? Would you say, 
“There’s a well-turned-out girl; combed, 
clean, attractively dressed, with lovely 
straight posture?” If so, you’re batting a 
neat thousand. Do you find yourself clean- 
ish but disheveled? Or can that be you 
backing away from the glass with a “No, 
that can’t possibly be me!” expression? 
There in the mirror is a girl slouched of 
shoulder, her soiled slip peeping below an 
uneven hemline. And look below, there’s 
a run grooved alongside her crooked 
stocking seam. No, not one! Two! And 
those battered boats—scuffed of toe, worn 
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Si: Is THE bandbox girl. She looks 


of heel—are they shoes? Well, anyway, at 
least my blue-wool skirt is clean, you con- 
sole yourself. But that gleam of silver on the 
waistband ...an odd place for a brooch — 
oh, it isn’t a brooch—it’s a safety pin! 

If this lamentable lass in the mirror is 
you—or even if she only resembles you 
slightly—it is time to swing into action. 
Systems can work miracles. 


Fresh as a Buttercup 


Personal daintiness is to good grooming 
what flour is to bread. You can’t succeed 
without it. Here are your minimum needs 
for your morning beauty session in the 
bathroom: a firm-bristled toothbrush, 
tooth powder or paste, soap, nailbrush, 
face-cloth, pumice stone, and a deodorant. 
For fun add a bottle of spiced cologne and 
some perfumed talcum powder. 

Wash your face all over with a thick 
lather of mild soap and warm water, mas- 
saging gently with a circular motion on 
the temples. Rinse with clear running 







Pop! Up you come! So fresh 

and springlike that your own 

Mr. Jack-in-the-Box will be 
jumping high to greet you 


by GLYNNE 


Drawing by Seymour Nyderi 


water, dashing a few handfuls from the 
cold tap to close the pores of the skin. Dry 
with a Turkish towel to help circulation. 

Pumice stone is a marvel for removing 
ink stains, nail polish that has splashed on- 
to hands, or any chemical stains picked 
up in the school lab. 

Once, when you were little, it was a 
victory to escape a daily bath or shower. 
Now it can be a disaster. For you give of 
between one and two pints of perspiration 
every single day. A deodorant, too, 
regularly is a must to guard against of 
fensive odors. Make sure to follow the 
directions given. If you wear wool of 
heavy clothing, slip on a pair of dress 
shields. They can be whipped off and 
washed in a flash, and you save a cleat 
ing bill on a whole garment. Remember- 
you want to be clean and fresh all over. 











Stepping into Your Duds 





There’s an art to dressing properly—one 
well worth (Continued on page 33) 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 






nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 
poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 58 for details 





TO APRIL 
First Poetry Award 


April, fling wide your arms 

And lift your eyes to where the sunbeams play. 
Oh, April, smile! 

Spring is a young dream, and young the day. 


April, why should you weep? 

Ij all your sister months should worry too 
About their transient lives, 

Then we should never see the heavens blue. 


Ah, April, have your will. 

If you would rather weep your life away 
Then Ill not stop you, 

But eagerly await sweet-tempered May. 


REGINA FUCITO (age 16) Waterbury, Conn. 


THE GRASS IS ALWAYS GREENER 


First Nonfiction Award 


Slowly, painfully, | roll over and snap off the 
alarm, stretch, yawn, and get up. | hop across 
the bare, cold floor in my bare, warm feet and 
turn on the light. Then, hopefully, | look back 
at my alarm, thinking perhaps my brother has 
turned my clock up an hour as he did on April 
Fool’s Day. However, no such luck this morn- 
ing. So, stifling another yawn | slide into my 
clothes and hurry to the kitchen to verify what 
my nose has suspected —ham and cider for 
breakfast! 

Half an hour later, feeling more at peace with 
the world, I shiver into my coat and set off for 
the barn with milk buckets rattling. 

At the barn I am met by our ten cats, named 
after my counselors at camp last year. I scratch 
Alpha, our veal calf, behind the ears, hang up 
the milk buckets, stumble over the wagon 
tongue, and open the barn doors to call the 
cows. 

“Soo cow, soo cow!” 

At the sound, Sissie, our awkward-looking 
Holstein, pricks up her ears and starts toward 
me at a lumbering gallop. Walking sedately be- 
hind her comes our Jersey cow, christened Beau- 
tiful Plum, because she was born in cherry blos- 
som time. 

As the cows eat their ground feed I milk them 
hurriedly with one eye on my wrist watch and 
the other on the cow’s switching tail, which is 
ever equipped with burrs that really hurt when 
they hit you. 

Milking over, I rush to the chicken house to 
check on the erratic water heater and throw 
scratch feed to the hens. 

Milk sloshing in the buckets, I hurry to the 
pig barn, throw them some corn and head to- 
ward the house at a gallop. Ten minutes until 
school-bus time! 

Strain the milk! Wash the buckets! Upstairs 
fast as I can go! Off with my barn clothes. 
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FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY 
AWARD: 

LORRAINE LeBLANC 
(age 15) South 
Ashburnham, Mass. 


FIRST ART AWARD: 
MARY LORETTA COSTELLO 
(age 15) 

Oak Park, Ill. 


“Bus in sight, Mother?” 

“Coming round the bend?” 

I grab my schoolbooks. Coat under one arm, 
I leap on the school bus! 

By the time I catch my breath, we're at school. 
Run into the classroom, flop into my seat, start 
to catch my breath again. In saunters a town 
girl. 

“Boy, you country kids have it made! All you 
have to do is sit in a bus and let it bring you to 
the door. We have to walk to school!” 


MARIELLEN OWENS (age 13) Pendleton, Indiana 


THE END 


First Fiction Award 


It wasn’t perhaps the most important dance 
of the season—but she had come. She had to be 
there. Karen was sure he would be here and 
she had to know .. . she just had to know! 
Sure, he had walked her from class just yester- 
day. It wasn’t anything evident. Karen had just 
felt it in Bob’s attitude somehow. 

Funny how well female intuition works. Now 
she knew everything she had suspected was 
true. And now that she knew, she suddenly 
wished she didn’t; that she could make that 
lovely feeling of knowing he liked her last for- 
ever. He could have asked her to dance just 
once! He might have saved her face at least 
that much. Why hadn’t she dropped him the 











PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
JOAN ALLEN (age 14) 
Hingham, Massachusetts 


moment she suspected? More important, why 
had he put on an act? Why had he pretended 
everything was okay? 

This really should have been a very pleasant 
evening. Why, she had every bit as many dances 
as anyone else! Try not to remember that none 
of them is from him, that someone else is 

(Continued on page 52) 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


Illustration by Jack Breslow 


Tue Story So Far 


Jennifer Calderén, who wanted to study medicine and did not like 
strange places or foreign people, sailed reluctantly to spend the winter 
with her dead father’s family in Cuba, while her mother, Christine 
Calderén, recuperated from a serious illness in Arizona. On the boat 
she made friends with a Cuban girl, Beba Rojas, and an American boy, 
Steve Brent. In Havana, it was hard to adjust to Cuban ways, and Jen- 
nifer was shocked to find that her family—proud Dofia Dolores (famil- 
iarly known as Dojia Lolita); fussy, ineffectual Aunt Rita; arrogant Tio 
Pepe; beautiful, disdainful Antonia—did not like Americans. The only 
friendly one in the household was handsome, high-spirited university 
student, Miguelito. 


PART FOUR 


move out to Central Lolita for the safra, the grinding sea- 

son. Jennifer dreaded being transplanted to a new environ- 
ment. When the time came to say good-by, Steve drew her aside. 
“Now don’t go moping around, feeling sorry for yourself, Jen,” 
he said, his eyes serious with concern. “Lito’s a good guy. He'll 
show you around, and you'll have a chance to make friends with 
Toni. I don’t know why you two don’t get on. She’s a good kid, 
too. You'll like her if you ever get to know her.” 

Jennifer could feel her face stiffen. Wasn't he going to miss her a 
little? Or was he just going to stand there and sing Antonia’s praises? 

Steve grabbed both her hands and gave them a hard squeeze. 
“Good-by, funny little Jenny,” he said. “I’m going to miss you.” 
Then he was gone. 

Jennifer felt a stab of pain. What would she do without him to 
bolster her up with his scoldings? No one would ever call him 
handsome, even though he no longer resembled the pale, thin 
young man with whom she had collided on the boat. His blond 
hair, bleached now by the tropic sun, was several shades lighter 
than his tan face in which his blue eyes, with their thick lashes, 
stood out sharply under brows bleached gold like his hair. 

He would never pay her flowery compliments, but she could 
count on him to tell her the truth, whether she liked it or not, and 
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"m0 IN THE NEW YEAR, the Calderéns were accustomed to 


for a certain sensitive sympathy that at times was uncannily like 
reading her mind. No doubt about it, she would miss Steve dur- 
ing these months in the country. 

When at last the Calderéns reached Central Lolita next day, 
Jennifer was very tired. That miserable lump was swelling again 
in her throat. The place was so remote, so utterly isolated in the 
unsettled country lying between the sea and the hills. The unde- 
niable beauty of the landscape could not cover its loneliness. 

Jennifer was following Toni across a velvet-smooth lawn 
toward a low white house, completely encircled by verandas, 
when a black-and-white dog came dashing around the corner 
of the fence and hurled himself upon her. 

“Down, Pal,” Toni said sharply. “Do not be afraid, Jennifer. 
He is a very young dog, and he expects everyone to love him.” 

Jennifer dropped down to put her arms around the dog’s neck. 
Little quivers of ecstasy rippled over his short-haired coat. His 
soft, pink tongue lapped eagerly at her hands, arms, face, wher- 
ever he could reach. Jennifer laughed and the weight of her lone- 
liness grew lighter. 


Anxious to take advantage of Lito’s eagerness to show 
her over the mill and the surrounding countryside, Jennifer rang 
for her breakfast especially early the next morning. Ten minutes 
later she was hurrying down the hall in her riding clothes. 

“We will look around here,” Lito said, “and then ride over to 
Blanquezar Mountain. Would you like to see the gardens first?” 

The gardens were .ovely. There were thin, almost leafless al- 
mond trees and great wide-spreading mango trees. There were 
orchids in many sizes and colors, growing here and there on trees 
where they had settled their parasitic roots. Outside the wide 
hibiscus hedge that enclosed the Finca Calderén, on dirt lanes 
that crossed and recrossed, small, pastel-colored adobe houses 
with bright, tiled roofs clustered around the great gray mill. 

“These are the houses of the millworkers and the cane cut- 
ters,” Lito explained. He pointed out the vegetable gardens, ly- 
ing in back of the finca. “We raise everything we eat right here 
at the mill,” he told her proudly. 
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Indeed, Jennifer was beginning to see that the Central was a 
self-sufficient settlement. There were cattle barns and henhouses. 
There was an abbatoir, where the butchering was done, and a 
bodega which was a sort of general country store, dealing in dry 
goods and staples of all kinds. 

They crossed to the mill itself. Two huge smokestacks of yel- 
low brick shot up hundreds of feet into the deep blue of the sky. 
No smoke rose from their tops today, because the huge furnaces, 
turbines, dynamos, and machines were lifeless, waiting for Dona 
Dolores to throw the switch which would officially inaugurate 
the grinding season at Central Lolita. 

“It's fascinating,” Jennifer said, when they had come out into 
the big room where the sacks filled with soft brown sugar would 
be loaded on cars for shipment to Havana and the freighters wait- 
ing to carry them all over the world. “I'll never again help my- 
self to a spoonful of sugar without thinking of all the work of man 
and machine it took to make that handful of crystals.” 

When they went to pick up their horses for the ride to Blan- 
quezar, Pal dashed up to throw himself on Jennifer, wriggling 
and barking in delight. 

Jennifer bent to fondle him. “You're sweet, Pal,” she said, “and 
I love you, too.” She looked up at Lito as Pal, beside himself with 
joy, capered around her. “Isn't he a fool dog?” she asked, laugh- 
“he and then wished she had kept still, as Lito’s black eyes held 

ers. 

“Fool nothing!” he said. “Sometimes it is not so bad to be a 
dog, no?” 

They rode across the back country to Blanquezar and dis- 
mounted on a wide plateau where they tethered their horses to 
the low-hanging branches of old ceiba tree. 

Jennifer sat down on a flat rock and looked about her. Ahead 
and to the left, beyond the twin stacks of the Central, a scalloped 
line of a white sandy beach divided the green of the fields from 
the amazing indigo of the Gulf of Mexico. Behind them, far in 
the distance, the pale blue of the Atlantic shimmered in the sun. 

“It's beautiful,” Jennifer said dreamily. “A lovely, lovely island.” 

Lito flung himself down on the grass beside Jennifer's rock. 
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“It’s fascinating,” Jennifer said, as Lito showed her over the mill and gardens at Central Lolita 


“I hope you will come to love the island, prima mia,” he said 
softly, “and her people—or one at least.” 

Jennifer was annoyed to feel herself blushing under the ardent 
meaningful look in his dark eyes. 

Amused at her confusion, he sat up, clasping his hands around 
his bent knees. For a moment he gazed out over the valley. Then 
he swung around and caught her hand. “See there, Jen,” he cried, 
pointing. “That farmer has stuck fence poles in the ground 
around his finca and they have burst into flowers. That is how 
fertile is this red earth. Surely there should be no hunger, no 
poverty in so rich a land.” 

“Why, those old gray posts are actually blossoming with pink 
flowers,” Jennifer marveled. “There doesn’t seem much excuse 
for hunger where even fence posts bloom.” 

Lito thrust both hands deep in his pockets. “I am—how do you 
say, fed up?—with the lack of opportunity, the graft, the stupid- 
ity and selfishness of the government. What the politicos and the 
millionarios do to my Cuba is a crime.” He leaned toward her. 
“Can you keep a secret, querida? Many young men who feel as I 
do have formed a secret society to plan and to fight for the free- 
dom of Cuba from the selfish, evil politicos in the government.” 

“You mean something like those students who went on strike?” 
Jennifer asked breathlessly, fear in her heart. 

He nodded. “I have started a new chapter in Las Piedras. We 
have a fine secret meeting place which my friend, the handsome 
Captain Navarro, would give much to locate.” 

“Oh, no, you mustn't, Lito,” Jennifer cried in distress. The 
image of the captain who had paid so much attention to Toni at 
the Yacht Club flashed into her mind. “You can’t be be mixed 
up in anything like that. Think of your father and abuelita. I 
think Navarro is dangerous. Please, please give it up.” 

“Would you have me afraid to take a chance to help my 
country because Navarro does not like me?” 

“But there must be some other way,” Jennifer protested. “Vot- 
ing for better officials, working for reforms. Revolution, violence 
—that is the Communist way.” 

He looked at her quizzically. “You (Continued on page 28) 
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ALK THINGS OVER with Mother and 

Dad!” Mary exclaims scornfully. “A 

lot of good that would do! We don't 
speak the same language!” 

Of course Mary doesn’t mean to imply 
that she has recently been adopted by a 
couple of natives of Tahiti, whose only 
tongue is Polynesian. Nothing so drastic 
as that! 

Or maybe it is, anyhow. Words are very 
important symbols by which we commu- 
nicate ideas. But unless, far beneath them, 
there is a mutual basis of understanding 
and good will, these funny little symbols 
we toss back and forth like ping-pong balls 
have a way of getting nowhere and ac- 
complishing nothing at all. 

Mary’s discovery that her parents don’t 
speak the same language is fairly recent, 
and would be downright amusing, if it 
weren't so irritating. In the fourteen years 
she has lived with them, she had, until 
lately, managed to understand them fairly 
well. Their words seemed constantly to 
surround her with an aura of importance 
and a wonderful safe feeling that she was 
cherished and loved. Even when they 
scolded, that was true. 

Now, suddenly, everything is changed. 
She has noted a new critical sharpness in 
Mother’s tone, as if Mary were constantly 
doing something wrong. If she appeals 
to Dad, he acts bewildered, or may even 
join the argument strongly on Mother’s 
side. From confusion they move to a war 
of words—and there’s no help anywhere! 

Relax, Mary. Your Tahitian parents will 
someday turn out to be Americans after 


all, and you will be once again on a com- 


fortable basis of give-and-take with them. 
Not, however, on the old basis, for you will 
be someone new—an adult, meeting them 
on equal terms, as you now so much long 
to do! But then, as formerly, you and they 
will need to achieve a basis of mutual un- 


xg Drawing by Mac Shepard 









Are parents human?— 
Naturally! But be 
sure you give them 


a fighting chance! 


Let's lalk logether 


by M. ROBERT GOMBERG 


derstanding, or your words will be little 
dead pigeons that fall from your tongue, 

You can hasten the process of under- 
standing if you begin by understanding 
yourself. So why not start there? 

When you were a small child, you had 
to learn to do many things that didn’t ap- 
peal to you, and to stop doing others that 
you very much enjoyed. You had to accept 
eating meat and vegetables when you 
would have preferred just cake and ice 
cream. You got into the routine of going 
to bed at a reasonable hour, though secret- 
ly you may have wished to stay up all 
night. You learned to play happily with 
other children and to share toys, though 
in the very beginning your inclination may 
have been to hit or kick the playmate who 
touched something belonging to you. 

You have to laugh at yourself for such 
silly behavior when you think back, don't 
you? But it was hard to accept that there 
were other people in the world who had 
rights as important—well, almost—as your 
own. You curbed yourself, you accepted 
the unpleasant, you acquired the grace to 
be a member of society largely because 
you relied on Mother and Dad. They 
wouldn't steer you wrong. Your greatest 
ambition was to imitate them. 

Now you are fourteen. Something ut 
usual is happening to you—deep down it- 
side. Are you going to consent to live asa 
carbon copy of someone else? Of course 
not! You intend to be free! You intend to 
be yourself! You want to strike out, live 
dangerously, make your own rules, be @ 
real person. Great forces seem to be stit- 
ring within you, both physically and spirit- 
ually. Mother and Dad are no help, you 
feel, because they’re too old to know about 
such things—such wonderful things! And 
yet, while you dream of taking off on your 
own, you're not quite sure that you have 
all the experience (Continued on page 41) 
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“Spring is bustin’ out all over.” and 
fashion prints the news. Novel garden 
pattern makes interesting backdrop for 
this sleeveless. full-skirted dress by 
foseph Love. Inc. Solid bands add pert 
accents to slim bodice. Laurel-and-rose. 


lime-and-chestnut print. on Prentiss-Lane 


wide-wale pique: 8-14 subteen: about 58 
fvailable at stores listed on page 0 
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Sequins and stripes and everything nice, that’s what 
Bobby Teen’s dress is made of. White top with bright 
sequin-spatter meets full skirt in burst of multi- 
colored stripes. Jacket has elasticized back for snug, 
stay-put fit. Comes in Ruff ’n’ Tumble no-iron cotton 
in blue or green print. Sizes 8-14 subteen; about $6 


A two-piece dress with a sunny disposition by Abby- 
Teens. Squared-off bodice with tab-closing tapers to 
minimum waist and fans out in fanfare of unpressed 
pleats. Shapely jacket slides neatly under dress col- 
lar. Pink, blue, or gray rayon-and-cotton dress with 
red butcher-linen jacket. Sizes 10-16 teen, about $9 








It’s fun to be fooled—it’s more fun to 


know! To keep you in the fashion- 


know, we present a harlequin view of 
jacket-dresses that know their way 
around the weather. Keep them under 
cover now; givé them the sun treat- 


ment later. Stores listed on page 56 


The popular sweater is going steady with the dress 

, of its choice. A happy mating of brushed cotton-knit 

f multi- © i and gingham. The perky dress has a crisp shirtwaist 
or snug, — we manner with skirt spreading wide from deep front 
n cotton e pleat. Matching gingham edges white sweater. Green, 
about $6 red. or navy; 7-15 for teens. By Shirley Lee. about $13 


Luscious chunks of watermelon on Fuller's white 
Sailtone cotton with touches of sophistication in 
black accents and square neckline. Skirt goes all 
out via inverted pleats. And, speaking gastronomical- 
ly, you'll love the shiny watermelon-seed buttons on 
jacket. 8-14 subteen by Ketti Madison: about $11 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY RAY SOLOWINSKI 
JEWELRY BY CORO 
GLOVES BY WEAR-RIGHT 
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Left: Anew shape onthe horizon—tiered squaw 
skirt by Active Sportswear. Fringed navy cot- 
ton with pink or blue clover print; about $6. 
Shown with Smarteens’ butcher-linen blouse, 
front-closed with glitter buttons. Wingaway 
collar nestles tiny floral cluster. Pink, blue, 
white, maize ; about $3. Both 10-16 teen. Right: 
It’s new, it’s washable, it’s a Pellon-lined cot- 
ton skirt (built-in standaway ) .Chevron stripes 
neatly mitered into ten gores; Snag-Pruf zip- 
per. Gray, blue, pink, or lime on white; 
about $9. Shirt with matching trim on col- 
lar and armbands, about $3 ; both 8-14 subteen. 
A Top Honors Fashion by Fashion Faculty 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY RAY SOLOWINSK!I 
JEWELRY BY CORO 


Season opanners 


Spring-into-summer separates that are as changeable as 
the weather. Pair them with other spare parts and make 


three pretty outfits out of one. Stores listed on page 56 
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4758: With the deep, square neck and wide skirt, this will make 
a smart formal. For street wear, top it with the brief, short-sleeved 
jacket. Either way, it is perfect for summer. Sizes 10-16. Size 12 
takes 444 yards 35” material for dress; 144 yards for jacket 


4778: This. too. stars in a dual role. It is designed for sizes 
11-17, with flattering neckline, slim midriff, and bouffant skirt. 
Use a crisp cotton for everyday; for a dress-up version, choose a 
tissue sheer or light dimity. Size 13 needs 434 yards 39” fabric 
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th a Future 


Each Pattern 30¢ 


These patterns may be purchased from 
The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 
East 44th Street, New York City 17. 
When ordering. be sure to enclose the 
correct amount for each pattern (sorry, 
no C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the 
postage. For your convenience there is 
a clip-out order blank on page 48 


Drawings by Florence Maier 


aM 


9015 


9015: Here you have a complete summer sports wardrobe— 
slacks. pedal pushers, shorts, and trim shirt—in one pattern. Sew- 
ing is made easy by the straight seams. A Dan River cotton plaid 
was used for the shirt shown here; for the other pieces, a Reeves 
denim would be a good choice. A narrow leather belt will give 
the just-right finishing touch. 

The pattern sizes are 10-18. For size 16, using a 35” material. 
you will need: 2 yards for the shirt; 14% yards for the shorts; 
1%, yards for the pedal pushers; and 2% yards for the slacks 
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Loyel 


From soup to dessert—for family fare or a party— 








there is one food you can always depend on 


Kidney-Bean Rabbit makes a quick and hearty meal 





Its All Done with bheese 


NTERNATIONAL is the word for cheese! 

Call it fromage or kdse, ost, queso, for- 

maggio, or just cheese — whatever the 
language, it is still the food which has been 
a favorite and a stand-by of mankind from 
the dawn of history. Did you know that the 
Vikings valued cheese so highly that they 
preferred it in payment to anything else? To- 
day you will find a wonderful array of 
cheeses—domestic and foreign—in the mar- 
kets. There are all flavors and sizes and 
shapes, from the exotic-looking pineapple to 
the big cartwheel of American Cheddar. 


Be adventurous! Try some of the different 
varieties. Brie, Gorgonzola, and Camembert 
are all good to serve with fruit. Brie is excel- 
lent for sandwiches, too, and Gorgonzola 
gives an intriguing flavor to a salad. 

For eye and appetite appeal, center a 
bright-red Edam or a Gouda cheese on a 
large tray or chop plate, and surround it with 
rows of crisp crackers. Pass a bowl of apples, 
and let everyone help himself. For a real 
taste treat, try a slice of apple and a slice of 
the cheese between crackers. 

Cheese is rich in calcium, has plenty of 
vitamins, and is an excellent source of pro- 
teins. It is versatile, lending itself to many 
different uses. American Cheddar, Swiss, 
cream cheese, the packaged process cheeses 
and spreads are stand-bys for sandwiches, 
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sauces, soufflés, salads, casserole toppings, 
and many other dishes. Grated Parmesan is 
especially good for soufflés, sauces, and to 
sprinkle over onion or other soups. 

Now let’s see what our readers do with 
cheese. 


“A recipe that brings as many compliments 
as this is sure to be good,” Jo Ellen Fergu- 
son writes from Tulare, California. “When- 
ever I make it, the family always calls for 
seconds.” 


KIDNEY-BEAN RABBIT 


2 tablespoons butter or 22 cups (#2 can) 


margarine cooked kidney beans 
Ye green pepper, Ya teaspoon worcester- 
chopped shire sauce 
V2 Ib. American cheese, Salt and pepper 
diced Toast or crackers 


Melt butter in top of double boiler and 
saute pepper until tender. Place over hot 
water. Add cheese, stirring occasionally until 
melted. Stir in beans gently. Add worcester- 
shire sauce and seasonings to taste and blend 
well. Heat thoroughly, and serve on toast or 
crackers. 


For a dessert salad, Barbara Burns of Gil- 
lespie, Illinois, likes to serve this in slices on 
crisp lettuce. The marshmallows provide the 
necessary sweetening. . 












Drawing by Abbi Damere 


by JUDITH MILLER 


FROZEN PINEAPPLE CHEESE SALAD 
16 marshmallows 1 pint cottage cheese 
% cup pineapple juice Ya cup chopped mara- 
Juice of 1 lemon schino cherries 
1 cup crushed pine- 1 cup cream, whipped 
apple 

Place marshmallows: and pineapple juice 
in saucepan over low heat, and stir until 
marshmallows are melted. Cool slightly. Add 
remaining ingredients, except cream, and 
mix well. Fold in cream. Put into 2 refrigera- 
tor trays and freeze until firm. Makes 10 to 
12 servings. 

Jeanne Souffay of Seattle, Washington, 
sends the next recipe. These tidbits are deli- 
cious for nibbles, or to serve with soup, 
tomato juice, or a salad. It takes only a few 
minutes to make them, but you must allow 
for chilling time. 

CHEESIES 
3 oz. package of sharp 
processed cheese 


% cup butter or mar- 

garine 

Ya cup flour 

Have cheese and butter at room tempera- 
ture. Put all ingredients in a bowl and mix 
with a spoon until you have a thick paste. 
Shape into small balls about the size of 
marbles. Place on cooky sheet and chill in 
refrigerator for at least three hours. Bake in 
moderate oven (400°) 7 to 10 minutes. Serve 
hot. Makes about 3 dozen. 


(Continued on page 39) 
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All in one a, 
ever) thing you need for 


| Srapshots.. 


doors or out... 
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p, Star of the outfit, of course, is the Brownie Price includes Federal Tax, 
Ww ° and is subject to change 
rs Hawkeye Flash Camera. Then, there’s your without notice. 


flasholder, flash bulbs, flash guard, two rolls of 
Kodak film, and a real “how-to” booklet. 


e Take the Cover Off the Box—You’re in Business 
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Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N.Y. 
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Prices FOB Boston 
Dynohub lighting additional 


The SPORTS LIGHT COASTER with the TRI-COASTER HUB 


This beautiful new Rudge is for you if you don’t have a bicycle or if you 
need a new one! 


eee eee eae aa ee 








The Sports Light Coaster combines in one amazing Tri-Coaster Hub safe, 
safe foot brake, three-speed gear plus the traditional Rudge hand brake. 
It's a beauty...and so safe. 


Write for more information to: 


Raleigh Industries of America, Dept. G - 687 Boylston St. - Boston 16, Mass, 











A real honest-to-goodness pine cone, gilded, 
scented, and bedecked with colored ribbons, 
to give your closet a clean, outdoor scent. 
Pretty acetate box can be used as yarn or 
utility box; includes bottle of pine freshener. 
Green, red, or white trim; $1.50. Dept. AG, 
C. E. Sales, 37 School St., Malverne, N. Y. 











To each her own! A shoe bag of distinction 
to make your closet truly expressive of your 
personality. Made of heavy, durable vinyl- 
plastic and brightly embossed with colorful 
sports figures. Holds four pairs of shoes; 
comes in red, pink, or yellow; $1.50. Emilie 
Weill’s, Dept. AG, 1650 E. 38 St., Brooklyn 34 





For all who complain of not enough drawer 


space (who has?)—four roomy shelves that 
zip into a neat 46-inch plastic bag. Takes 
varied items — hats, notions, etc. We even 
know someone who uses it to store Junior's 
toys. Green, wine, or blue trim; $2.98. Order 
catalog number 82W8522; Spiegel’s, Chicago 
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Protect your favorite sweaters in this vinyl- 
plastic utility case all prettied up with color- 
ful binding. Can’t say how many it will take, 
but four of ours fit very comfortably. Won- 
derful for travel too; zip up sides and contents 
remain fresh and neat. $1.25 at Haig Gift- 
ware, Dept. AG, 335 E. 23 St., New York 10 


One of those why-didn’t-someone-think-of-it- 
before items: O-Hang-It. Follow the advice, 
hang the quilted pocket on any hanger. Con- 
venient receptacle for those “difficult” but so 
essential accessories ( gloves, bags, etc. ). Pat- 
tern on pink, blue, or white acetate taffeta by 
Kleinert; $1.75. Lord & Taylor, New York 18 


Remove the welcome mat, here come the 
moths! One of the most ingenious moth-repel- 
lent ideas we’ve come across in years of wool- 
gathering—a tubular aluminum hanger con- 
taining standard mothballs. To refill, remove 
end cap. Sold in sets of four $2.25; Lou-Wal 
Enterprises, Dept. AG, P. O. Box 2, Brooklyn 8 


Order items directly from 
addresses listed. Enclose check 
or money order. Refund guaranteed 
on all nonpersonalized items 
returned within seven days. 
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C.0.D."S TO BE APPLIED TO PRICE OF ITEM. 


- 


MA SHEER 


— 


NYLON 


HONOR GRAD 


WASHABLI 
PERMANENTLY 
PLEATED! 


PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG4-1, BOX 390, 509 MAIN ST., NEW ROCHELLE, N.Y. 
PLEASE SEND ME HONOR cRAD @ $8.99 NAME 


SIZE COLOR 2ND COLOR ADDRESS 


DO cuecx []™.0. [)c.0.n. (anv 25c postace) city ZONE STATE 


A DOLLAR DEPOSIT REQUIRED ON ALL SATISFACTION CUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED 


FREE! FASHION CATALOCUE ON REQUEST! 


POLKA DOLI 
IN PERMANENT 
FINISH 


ORGANDY! 


TERRIFIC AT 


Pe dale 
a ee 


PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG4-2, BOX 390, 509 MAIN ST., NEW ROCHELLE, N.Y. 
PLEASE SEND ME POLKA DOLL (¢ 86.99 NAME 
size__ COLOR 2ND COLOR _] appRESss 


oO CHECK Oo M.O. oO c.0.0. (app 25c rosTace) ferent ZONE _ wan 


SATISFACTION CUARANTERD OR MONEY REFUNDED 
! FASHION CATALOGUE ON REQUEST! 


A DOLLAR DEPOSIT REQUIRED ON ALL 
C.0.0."S TO BE APPLIED TO PRICE OF ITEM. PRE 








Hurry Snapshooters! 





“¢ Sylvania Televi- 
as Chairside Mcrae 
with radio and ree 
player. 


750 Terrific Prizes for You 
in Sylvania’s Exciting 
Flash Photo Contest 


‘FOLKS ARE FUN” 


It’s easy! It’s fun to flash a picture 
and win the prize of a lifetime! 


Just pick up rules and entry blank at any 
photo counter. Then slip a Sylvania Blue 
Dot flashbulb into your flashgun and take 
a picture saying “Folks Are Fun.” You'll 
find dozens of picture opportunities when- 
ever people are having fun. Any picture of 
anybody having fun could win for you. So 
flash a picture and enter it now! 


HURRY! HURRY! 
Contest closes April 30, 1954. 


SYLVAN IA 


Sylvania Electric Products Inc. 
WD vk Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 


Lighting - Radio - Electronics - Television 


in Canada: Sylvania Electric (Canada) Ltd., University 
Tower Bidg., St. Catherine St., Montreal, P. Q. 
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Carge for Jennifer (Continued from page 17) 


think I have the patience like Job, prima mia? 
I would be the old man with the long white 
beard before we gain anything that way.” 

“And if Navarro claps you all into jail, what 
will you gain this way?” she argued. “Please, 
Lito, give up this dangerous business.” 

He laughed, pleased at her concern. “Do 
not worry, my little Puritan. We are more 
smart than el capitan. The meeting place is 
most secret and the compajfieros are every one 
discreet.” 

How wrong Tio Pepe is to forbid Lito to 
study for the career he wants, Jennifer thought. 
“What makes Tio Pepe so opposed to your 
going to the States?” she asked. “What makes 
him dislike Americans so?” 

“My grandfather has had unpleasant ex- 
periences with Americanos,” Lito explained, 
“and he thinks all are the same.” 

“Can you tell me about it?” 

“If you would like to hear, I will try to 
make short a long tale. The American trust 
which bought my grandfather’s cigar factory 
in Las Piedras promised to keep it open, but 
they did not keep the promise and the work- 
ers, friends of my grandfather through many 
years, no longer had jobs. The trust bought his 
factory only to end the competition.” 

Lito’s black eyes held apology. “My grand- 
father is old, of one fixed idea. I cannot make 
him see that all Americans are not like some 
Americans.” 

“Thank you for telling me, Lito,” Jennifer 
said. “It makes it easier for me to understand 
Tio Pepe. But you will never win him over 
in this dangerous way. Oh, Lito, I am afraid 
of that mean-eyed Captain Navarro.” 

Lito laughed. “Truly I did not mean to up- 
set you with my secret, Jen, but your concern 
gives me much happiness. Now you will 
please to forget it.” 


Jennifer was glad. when Lito re- 
turned to Havana. Not that he wasn't in 
danger there, too, but at least he was out of 
the captain’s territory. With Lito gone, she 
found time hanging heavy on her hands. She 
missed his wholehearted interest in keeping 
her amused and, she confessed to herself, the 
days were flat without the delicious confusion 
his compliments aroused in her and the ex- 
citement of knowing she was the focus of his 
admiring attention. 

Toni spent long hours at the piano and Jen- 
nifer discovered that her voice was rich and 
true and had been well trained. 

Aunt Rita was busy most of the time, flut- 
tering about, supervising the housekeeping, 
and making occasional trips into Las Piedras 
in the interests of a kindergarten of which she 
was the patroness. 

Tio Pepe seemed to disapprove of his Amer- 
ican great-niece as much as ever. Jennifer felt 
that he had classified her so firmly in his mind 
according to his own ideas of an American 
young woman, that he never gave himself a 
chance to become acquainted with the real 
girl. 

It was the way her grandmother spent her 
mornings that fascinated Jennifer. Beyond her 
bedroom was a white-tiled office with an en- 
trance on the back garden. It held a swivel 
chair and desk, a high table, a couple of cabi- 


nets filled with medicines and first-aid sup- 


plies, and a wide basin with hot and cold run- 
ning water. 

To Jennifer’s amazement, her grandmother, 
in-a white uniform, sat behind the desk every 
morning from nine to ‘twelve, while the wives 
and children of the mill hands and cane cut- 


ters filed in to consult her about illness and 
hygiene. 

The mill had a similar small office, in charge 
of a trained first-aid worker. But although the 
Central was as self-contained and self-suf- 
ficient as any village, there was no doctor 
nearer than Las Piedras, and long ago Doia 
Lolita had fallen into the habit of treating the 
ailments of the women and children. 

“Abuelita is as good as any doctor,” Toni 
had boasted, when she showed Jennifer this 
office. 

Jennifer could only stare at her cousin in 
astonishment at this revelation that her Cuban 
grandmother shared her passion for helping 
the sick. She felt excitement mounting within 
her. What fun it would be to work here! Could 
she persuade her grandmother to accept her 
as an assistant? That would be the perfect 
answer to her yearning for something to do 
with her long empty days. 

She lost no time in appealing to Dofia Lo- 
lita to be allowed to assist in the morning of- 
fice hours. Her grandmother seemed surprised 
and pleased by her interest, so Jennifer began 
to spend every morning in the office. For the 
first few days, she felt that she was on trial. 
Not until the day that Paez, the cook, came 
rushing into the office, blood dripping from 
his wrist, did Jennifer feel accepted into full 
partnership. 

She helped with a tourniquet and as- 
sisted while her grandmother sewed up the 
gaping wound and bandaged it. When Paez 
had been given a glass of brandy and sent to 
lie down, Jennifer and her grandmother re- 
laxed weakly, their faces white. 

“Bravo, Jenni,” Dona Lolita congratu- 
lated, in the crisp, clear Spanish Jennifer now 
understood so easily. “It is lucky for me that 
you do not lose your head, for I could never 
have done it alone.” 

“You were marvelous,” 
in her turn. 
do it.” 

“I do not know how I dared to do it, either,” 
Dona Lolita said, smiling a little. “I had no 
right to sew up such a cut, but what can you 
do? By the time Paez reached the nearest doc- 
tor, he would have lost enough blood to re- 
quire a transfusion maybe, and where would 
he get that in Las Piedras?” 

“You look awfully white,” Jennifer said. 
“Why don’t you lie down a little while before 
lunch? I'll straighten up here.” 

“Well, if you insist,” Dota Lolita agreed. 
“Thank you, hija.” 

Jennifer flew around putting the little of- 
fice in order, as if she had wings on her feet 
and in her heart, too. Her stay in this country 
wasn’t going to be half bad if she could spend 
her mornings working companionably in the 
clinic with her grandmother. 


Jennifer applauded 
“I don’t see how you dared 


In a dark-blue drill riding habit, 
Antonia Beranguer y Calderén sprawled in 
one of the long chairs on the wide veranda. 

Toni laid aside some bills and a couple of 
notes from friends in town, and began to 
read a letter from Steve. Smiling a little at his 
nonsense, she put the letter back in its en- 
velope. Then she fell back on the chaise and 
stared dismally at the ceiling. Much as she 
loved the finca, she was bored. 

Long ago she had resolved that this Amer- 
ican cousin, this Yankee girl who, she imag- 
ined, had never known restraint—free to pur- 
sue whatever career she chose—out of the full- 
ness of her rich colorful life, should never 
have the opportunity to patronize her, Anr- 
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tonia Maria Beranguer y Calderén. She 
wouldn't admit it even to herself, but now 
she almost wished Jennifer were free to ride 
with her. 

Suddenly Pal streaked across the veranda 
as Jennifer appeared, still in her white nurse’s 
apron. Pal threw himself on her, whining and 
barking in a frenzy of delight. Positively grov- 
eling, Toni thought, just like Lito. It’s sick- 
ening. 

“We finished early today,” Jennifer said, 
coming over to sit on the railing. 

“How about a ride?” Toni suggested in- 
differently, and began to gather up her mail. 
The letter from Steve slipped out of her hand. 
Pal leaped on it, picked it up in his mouth, 
and carried it to Jennifer. The color flooded 
her face as she took the letter from the dog 
and handed it back to its owner. She recog- 
nized the handwriting and she’s jealous, Toni 
thought with a wicked little thrill. Perfect, 
competent, smug Miss America is jealous of 
her simple “native” cousin. 

Aloud she said, “I wish to take to Carmen 
Garcia, who used to work for us, some things 
I have been saving for her. Would you like 
to ride over with me?” 

“Love it,” Jennifer answered. “Be with 
you in a sec.” 

“Do you really like to work in abuelita’s 
clinica?” Toni asked Jennifer when they were 
riding along side by side. 

Jennifer nodded. “I adore it, and abuelita 
is wonderful. The longer I stay here, the more 
I realize what a big job she performs in man- 
aging the mill, and every day I am amazed 
afresh at her skill and sympathy with the pa- 
tients in the clinica.” 


Toni was a little ashamed at the feel- 
ing of jealousy that tinged her pleasure in Jen- 
nifer’s appreciation of Déna Lolita, who had 
been Toni’s idol ever since she could remem- 
ber. It had always been a sore point that she 
could not help in Dona Lolita’s clinica be- 
cause illness and injury sickened her. Now 
here was this American cousin eagerly sharing 
the most satisfying part of Dona Lolita’s life; 
Toni couldn’t deny that she resented it. 

Aloud she said, “You have women doctors 
in your country, no?” She shrugged. “I can- 
not imagine such thing, but I think abuelita 
would be a doctora if she were Americana.” 

“IT can’t imagine abuelita an American 
girl,” Jen said, smiling at the idea. “In spite 
of all the amazing things she does, she seems 
completely Spanish.” 

“Il know,” Toni agreed, and continued 
slowly, “she thinks quick and smart like a 
man. She gambles in affairs of the mill with 
the courage of a man, but she is not even one 
little bit masculine like some Americanas.” 

Jennifer laughed without rancor, but An- 
tonia, with a perverse desire to work off her 
jealousy, continued, “All my life I have so 
great admiration for abuelita that it hurts me 
to remember how much she have suffer at 
the hands of your compatriot.” 

Jennifer turned to face her cousin. “What 
do you mean, Toni?” 

“Has no one told you that Don Faustino 
was not abuelita’s first love?” Toni asked. 
“Have you not heard of the Americano, the 
handsome—what you call soldier of fortune 
—who come to Havana to buy the tobacco 
and make love to the beautiful Dolores de 
Cardenas? Abuelita, all the family, think is 
settle’ the engagement. Then the young man 
sail back to his plantation in the States, to 
the Americana who is all the time wearing 
his betrothal ring. Fine honorable one, that 


Americano!” 
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High-Schoolers! The possibilities 
of your tigure are terrific 


For even 
dreamier lines, 
wear Formfit’s 
teen proportioned 


BRAS AND BRITCHES 


Your young figure has such possibilities! You can look trimmer, 
smoother than ever in a teen proportioned Bobbie Bra and Britches. 
Bobbies are right for you because they're designed for you . . . by 
the Bobbie Fashion Board . . . Formfit’s panel of “in-the-know” teen- 
age advisers. Soft, light, flattering. You'll be so happy with your new 
“Formfit” figure! So get Formfit’s Bobbie “Under-Wonders.” At 
any nice store! Bobbie Bras $1.25 to $1.75. In all teen sizes. Bobbie 
Strapless, $2.00. Bobbie Britches from $2.95 (4 detachable garters). 


Another Kind of Figure Help—FREE Calorie Counter! 
Whether your problem is reducing, or adding weight, the 
new purse-size Formfit Calorie Counter shows you how to 
do it easily, safely. Simple to use. Get yours at any store 
which sells Bobbies, or write The Formfit Company, Dept. 
S-54, 400 S. Peoria Street, Chicago 7, Illinois. 


THE FORMFIT COMPANY © CHICAGO ¢ NEW YORK 

















Like one for your bike? Wait till you 
see these sparkling beauties in person 
—and try their brilliant light! There 
are many other great Delta bike lights 
to select from. See your dealer soon 
as you can. Choose your Delta! 


Delta 


ELECTRIC COMPANY 


MARION, INDIANA 


ORIGINATOR AND WORLD'S LARGEST PRODUCER 
OF ELECTRICAL BICYCLE ACCESSORIES 





MOP 


NAIL- 
BITING 


Protect the Loveliness of 
Your Hands With BITE-X 





Before—Nobody loves a nail- 
biter! Breaking this offensive 
habit may make a world of 
difference to you in business 
or socially. 





After—No embarrassment 
now from unsightly nails. 
Young people all over the 
country report amazing suc- 
cess with BITE-X. 
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Don’t let ugly, chewed up 
nails embarrass you. . . make 
you self-conscious . . . spoil 
your chance for romance and 
happiness! Now it’s so easy 
to break yourself of this vi- 
cious habit. Just apply 
BITE-X to the tips of your 
fingers. 


EASY! SAFE! 
INEXPENSIVE 


Harmless, liquid BITE-X 
instantly forms an adhesive, 
transparent and very bitter 
coating. One taste and you'll 
shrink from biting your nails 
again. How proud you'll be 
of nails that look lovely... 
hands that win kisses. Send 
for a bottle of BITE-X to- 
day. 

MONEY BACK 

GUARANTEE 


The first bottle must break 
the habit or your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. You 
have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. Send only 
$l—we pay postage. 

BITE-X Corp., Dept. MG-4 
683 Fifth Ave., N.¥.C. 22 








Jennifer’s hazel eyes were dark with anger 
as she stared at Toni. “Are you sure you 
haven’t taken that whole story from ‘Madame 
Butterfly’?” 

She is not so calm after all, the beautiful 
Americana, Toni thought gleefully. She can 
get angry, too, like any Cuban. Aloud she 
said, “If you do not believe, ask my mother 
or Tio Pepe.” 

“Suppose it is true,” Jennifer countered. 
“Can I or a million of my fellow countrymen 
help what one dishonorable American did 
sO many years ago? Do you think no Cuban 
or Spaniard has ever played fast and loose 
with an American girl’s affections?” 

In spite of herself, Toni found Jennifer’s 
snapping eyes and spirited defense of her 
countrymen appealing. She was almost ready 
to admit that if this girl had not been an 
American, or so intimately associated with 
Dona Lolita, she might have found her inter- 
esting and congenial. 

The two girls rode along in silence for a 
little way, each busy with her own thoughts 
of the long-ago romance. Toni was wonder- 
ing how long it would take Jennifer to realize 
for herself what had been the greatest 
injury Dona Dolores had suffered—the loss 
of her favorite son to an American wife. 

Toni led the way into a clearing, bordered 
with the inevitable banana trees. In the 
shade of a wide-spreading mango, a young 
woman was washing clothes in an old-fash- 
ioned, round wooden tub which stood on one 
of the clumsy benches beside a small palm- 
thatched shack. A fat baby, its round brown 
body entirely naked, was stumbling happily 
about in the sunlight and shadow. 

Toni shouted, “Carmita!” and flung up an 
arm in greeting. The woman lifted her head, 
stared for a moment and then, catching the 
baby up in her arms, ran forward to meet 
them. “Ay, Senorita Toni,” she called. “How I 
have been wishing you would come!” 

The girls dismounted, and Toni introduced 
Jennifer. “Tie your horses to that ceiba tree 
over there and come into the house,” Carmen 
invited hospitably. 

The room they entered evidently served as 
kitchen, dining, and living room. The open 
door into the only other room disclosed a 
bare little bedroom. “Though my house is 
poor, senorita,” Carmen said with formal 
politeness, “I am happy to offer it to you as 
your home. Please to sit down.” With her 
free hand she pulled forward over the hard- 
packed earth floor first one and then another 
cowhide chair. “Be so kind to excuse me a mo- 
ment while I put this one in his crib.” 

She came back almost at once, proudly 
leading a beautiful little girl in a faded, out- 
grown gingham dress. Toni and Jennifer 
exclaimed at the loveliness of the child. “How 
old is she now?” Toni asked. 

A shadow darkened Carmen’s expression 
of happy pride. “Five,” she said shortly, and 
added grimly, “She should go to Senora Rita’s 
kindergarten but—” 

Abruptly she swung around to the shelf 
with its several grates which constituted her 
stove, to substitute a pot of coffee for the 
casuela of rice cooking over the charcoal. “I 
am sorry I do not have American food to 
offer you, senorita,” she told Jennifer. “I hope 
you will drink Cuban coffee, no?” 

Carmen and Toni carried on a rapid con- 
versation. Then Carmen turned apologetically 
to her American guest. “Please to forgive us, 
senorita,” she begged. “I have so many things 
to tell Senorita Toni. But now let us talk 
together about things of today. Are you 
looking forward to the fiesta in Las-Piedras?” 


At the mention of the fiesta, Maria ran to 
bury her head in her mother’s lap. “She has 
never wanted anything so much as she wants 
to go to this fiesta,” Carmen explained above 
the child’s head. “She has heard about the 
music and dancing, the games, the dulces, 
and the pifiata.” 

“Oh, why can’t she go?” Jennifer burst out 
impulsively. “If you can’t go, couldn’t we 
take her?” 

For a moment Carmen’s carefully schooled 
expression was shattered by an emotion she 
couldn’t conceal. “Thank you, senorita; I 
appreciate your kind interest in my Maria, 
but it is not possible.” Her voice trembled 
a little. “The poor baby has not the clothes 
to go to school, much less to a fiesta.” 

Toni jumped up, put her coffee cup on 
the shelf of the stove, and reached down for 
her bundle. “Thank you for the coffee, Car- 
mita. Here are some things I brought for you. 
We must go now. We are late. Hasta luego.” 

Jennifer barely had time to thank Carmita 
for her hospitality before Toni was pulling 
her out of the house. When they were out 
of sight of the waving Carmita and Maria, 
Toni turned to Jennifer. 

“With Beba, Steve, Lito, and Captain 
Navarro all coming to the fiesta, would you 
really bother with the baby Maria?” 

“Wouldn’t you?” Jennifer countered. “This 
party would be heaven to Maria. After all, 
Beba, Steve, Lito, and the captain will have 
lots of other parties.” 

“Well, then, why do we not make some 
clothes for Maria, so she can go to school, 
and a party dress for the fiesta?” Toni’s sap- 
phire eyes were bright with excitement. 


Jennifer and Toni lost no time put- 
ting their plans to work. Almost every day 
they rode over to borrow Carmita’s pretty 
daughter. While Toni cut, Jennifer basted, and 
they both took turns running up the seams 
on an old foot-pedal sewing machine they 
borrowed from Sofia. Gradually Maria was 
acquiring a respectable wardrobe of which 
she was very proud. 

Now as Jennifer picked up the last of four 
yellow organdy ruffles for Maria’s party dress, 
she thought how lovely this hour of late after- 
noon was. The intense heat and the white 
glare of noon were gone. The sunlight lay 
clear and soft over the finca and its gardens. 
The shadows of the palm trees and the 
thatched-roofed bohios stretched across the 
valley as it dipped to the faraway blue sea. 
From the tall mill chimneys, long gray plumes 
of smoke were swept straight back across the 
deepening blue of the sky by the constant 
stream of the trade wind. 

Jennifer could hear it rattling in the 
almond trees and rustling in the cocoanut 
palms, and she could feel its welcome cool- 
ness like the breeze from a giant electric 
fan. Under the thin flowing sound of the 
wind was the deep constant rumble of the 
great machines in the mill. Near at hand, 
came the staccato of women’s voices and 
laughter from the salon, where Dona Lolita 
was entertaining callers. 

When the ladies had finally taken their 
leave, Dona Lolita stretched out beside Jen- 


_nifer on a chaise lounge with a weary sigh. 


Each time Jennifer was alone with her grand- 
mother, she was reminded afresh of Toni’s 
story of the young Americano. She regarded 
Dona Lolita now with new understanding. 

Jennifer ran her needle quickly in and out 
of the yellow material, and thought that you 
couldn’t blame Dofia Lolita for feeling the 
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Doctors... 


Only CLEARASIL actually proves its 
effectiveness by offering results of 
controlled clinical tests by 

leading Skin Specialists. 





Nurses... 

When 3002 nurses tested CLEARASIL, 
91 out of every 100 nurses reporting 
said they preferred it to any other 
pimple medication. 





Beauty Experts... 


Noted beauty authorities, 
the editors of leading 
newspapers and 
magazines have 

hailed CLEARASIL... 
called it a great 

new advance in 

scientific skin care, 





Millions of Girls Everywhere 


All know there is only one Clearasil 


CLEARASIL is the new-type medication espe- 
cially for pimples and acne that everyone 
is talking about! Because CLEARASIL really 
works, it has quickly gained the confidence of 
millions of users . . . as well as the enthusiastic 
endorsement of many doctors, nurses and 
beauty authorities. This widespread confidence 
has made CLEARAS!L outstanding in its field 

. used by more young people and adults 
than any other specific medication for pimples. 


‘ena . new — medication 


‘STARVES PIMPLES / 


SKIN-COLORED ... hides pimples while it works 


Doctors prove this new-type 
medication especially for pim- 
ples really works! In skin spe- 
cialists’ tests on 202 patients, 
9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely im- 
proved while using CLEARASIL. 


Amazing starving action... 
CLEARASIL actually starves 
pimples because it helps re- 
move the oils that pimples 
g “feed” on. And CLEARASIL’s 
antiseptic action stops the 
s growth of bacteria that can 
cause and spread pimples. 
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Don’t fool with pimples . .. use clinically-tested Clearasil 


Instant relief from embarrass- 
ment because CLEARASIL is 
skin-colored to hide pimples 
while it helps dry them up. 
Greaseless, stainless. Can be 
left on day and night for un- 
interrupted medication. 


America’s largest-selling 
specific pimple medication. .. 
because CLEARASIL has helped 
sO many young people and 
adults. CLEARASIL is guaran- 
teed to work for you as it did in 
doctors’ tests or money back. 
59¢ and 98¢ at all druggists. 
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Your Official Girl Scout Shoes are an 
important part of your uniform, but of 
course you wear them almost every 
day. That's why you should be 
sure you get the Official shoe 

with the approved Avonite Sole. 
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Choose the Official Girl Scout 
Shoe with the sole marked 
Avonite because Avonite Soles 
wear extra months and keep 
your shoes in shape. 





YT 
Ce ad 
To 


Because they are waterproof, they don’t 

crack or curl, but stay flat and comfortable. 

And they protect your feet and the shoe a 
uppers from ground dampness. Avonite : re 
Soles are very flexible, never need breaking d S— 
in, don’t skid, and never mark floors. Qe 
Always check for the Avonite Solemark * ~~ 


next to the official label. Vee oe 
ace SS oie ae 
aor ail 


Avonite Soles are on official Brownie shoes, too. And look 
for the Solemark of Quality on shoes for brother, mother 
and father. It means months of extra wear for them, too. 


AVON SOLE COMPANY 
AVON © MASSACHUSETTS 


not on all shoes...just the best ones 























way she did about Americans. She gave such 
a sudden start that she pricked her finger, 
Who could believe that she, Jennifer Calde- 
ron, would ever come to feel this way about 
her Cuban grandmother? Almost as if she 
had read her granddaughters mind, Doia 
Lolita stretched out a white hand with a 
sparkle of jewels on long thin fingers and 
patted Jennifer’s knee under the foaming yel- 
low ruffle. 

“You are becoming the great comfort to 
my old years, Jenni,” she said, her black eyes 
glowing. “And now I am so please’ to see 
you and Toni become friends at last with 
this good plan for the hijita of Carmita.” 

“It’s like playing dolls again,” Jennifer 
said. “But although Toni and I have been 
sewing together in a friendly fashion, I 
wouldn’t say we’d grown to love each other 
like sisters, or anything like that.” 

“I know,” Dona Lolita agreed. “I know 
Toni has been difficult. She is a little—how 
you say, spoil’?—and it is perhaps my fault that 
she has not the wish to understanding with 
Americanos. Also, she has suffered the big 
disappointment in this last year. Some friend 
from her music school want her to play the 
piano in a band they make up to travel in 
the States. Of course we do not allow this, 
and Toni is resentful. So you be patient, as 
with Mrs. Gonzales this morning, no?” 

Jennifer laughed. “Don’t worry,” she said. 
“We've been getting along. Perhaps we'll be 
friends before I go home.” 

A shadow crossed Dofia Dolores’ mobile 
face. “Can you believe I do not like to think 
about that? Dr. Roberto gave me the advice 
better than he think when he tell me to send 
for you, Jenni mia. And what he have to say 
about your mother?” 

“He flew out to see her again last week,” 
Jennifer answered, her eyes on her busy 
fingers. “He’s very much encouraged and 
says Mother may be able to leave sooner than 
we expected.” 

“I am happy for you,” Dona Lolita said. 
She reached out to pick up a scarlet pillow 
from a neighboring chair and tucked it. be- 
hind her silver hair. “It is not strange Roberto 
have never marry?” she asked. 

For no clear reason Jennifer felt uncom- 
fortable under the probing gaze of her grand- 
mother’s keen black eyes. “Why—why, I've 
never thought much about it,” she answered 
slowly. “He’s always so busy, and he seemed 
happy enough with Mother and me for a 
sort of family when he had time.” 

“Ay, si,” the Cuban woman agreed quickly. 
“With you and your mother, si. Have you 
never think that the poor Roberto have been 
in love with your mother all these years?” 

Jennifer's involuntary jerk broke _ her 
gathering thread. Now she would have to do 
the whole ruffle all over again. Dr. Bob in 
love with her mother? How utterly ridiculous! 
And yet was it? Didn’t that explain many 
things through the years? Hadn’t his interest 
in them really been much more than just 
responsibility toward his dead friend? 

And what about Chris? Had she grown 
to care for Dr. Bob? He was a distinguished- 
looking man with the silver patches either 
side of his dark head. No one knew better 
than Jennifer how much fun or how kind he 
could be. She tied a knot in a new length 
of gathering thread with shaky fingers. What 
a simple little ninny she had been never to 
think of this before. She had been so accus- 
tomed to Dr. Bob’s role of good friend to 
her and Chris, that she had taken his position 
in their lives for granted. 

She looked up to find her grandmother 
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regarding her with a look of amused under- 
standing. “I am not so foolish old woman, 
Jenni?” she asked, her eyes twinkling. “You 
wonder why you do not think this before, 
no? You feel I am right, eh?” 

Jennifer tried to tell herself that there was 
nothing in this, that Latins were always think- 
ing of romance, but it wasn’t very convincing. 
“I don’t know,” she mumbled in confusion, 
and added, “Dr. Bob seems almost like a 
father to me. But I never thought of his 
being in love with my mother.” 

“Vaya, hija, you should to think of it. Now 
vour mother is better and free of responsi- 
bility for you, she will maybe say yes to the 
good Roberto.” 

Jennifer stared at her grandmother in hor- 
ror. “Free of responsibility for me! You can’t 
think that I am the reason they haven’t mar- 
ried! That I’ve stood between them all these 
years? Why, Mother must have known how 
much I would have loved Dr. Bob for a 
father!” 

Dona Lolita gave a graceful shrug. “Quién 
sabe?” 

Deeply disturbed, Jennifer began to gather 
up her sewing. She wanted to be alone to 
consider this upsetting idea of her grand- 
mother’s. She was beginning to feel that she 
had had more than she could take. Her worry 
over Lito had been the more disturbing be- 
cause she could not break her word, betray 
his confidence and speak to anyone at the 
Central about it. And now she was stunned by 
Dona Lolita’s suggestion that Dr. Bob had 
been in love with Chris all these years. 

(To be continued) 





Out of a Bandbox 
(Continued from page 14) 


cultivating because of the feeling of confi- 
dence you will have knowing you are looking 
your best at all times. Always decide before 
dressing what precisely you are going to wear 
and see that everything is clean and pressed 
before it goes on. Underwear should be 
changed daily. With nylon it is easy to keep 
things spic and span. Above all, never be a 
safety-pin girl. Pins have a way of show- 
ing—and sometimes sticking — at unexpected 
moments. Set some time aside weekly to do 
your boodle of mending, fixing, and pressing 
before it gets mountainous. Here are some 
pointers to help you in dressing: 

Open all fasteners and zippers before put- 
ting on garments. 

Be sure your nails and fingers have no 
jagged edges that may cause snags or runs 
as you put on your hose. 

Hold garments away from face when put- 
ing them on so as to avoid streaking them with 
lipstick. To be safe, press lips tightly together 
or blot them with a tissue. 

Pockets are for show, not for stuffing. A 
lacy hanky is fine—and it’s enough. 

If you step into your skirt, hold it high off 
the floor so it won’t pick up dust. 

If you comb your hair after you are dressed, 
protect your shoulders with a towel or make- 
up cape. 


Clothes Don‘t Take to Floors 


When you're not wearing them, they should 
be on a clothes’ hanger. The most beautiful 
dress in the world that has lain crumpled on 
the bed or on the floor all night is not going 
to look a dream the next day. 

Use hangers that do not rust. Wooden ones 
come in pretty colors, or use padded ones for 
delicate blouses. Don’t fold skirts over hang- 
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TUNE IN “Today,” NBC-TV, featuring 
Mr. Muggs and Baker's Coconut. 


13 first prizes 


Mr. Muggs of the Dave Garroway Show and 
Baker’s Coconut will send 18 kids to summer 
camp for 8 weeks! A boy and a girl of each of 
the following ages: 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 
16 years old. (All expenses paid—including 
traveling to acamp within 500 miles from home.) 


IOO SECOND PRIZES 


Argus Cameras and cases with flash attach- 
ments! 


eors: aris! Win a PREE 
mmer in Camp! 





(or cash equivalent ) 


Make this NEW Bakers Coconut 
dessert and write Mr. Muggs 
why youd like 40 go 4o camp! 





Muggs Sundaes—easy, good! Make 
rounded balls of firmly chilled ice cream. 
Cover generously with snowy, tender- 
moist Baker’s Coconut. Make Muggs’ 
face, using Baker’s Chocolate Chips or 
raisins for eyes and nose, cherry strips 
for mouth. 

M-m-m-m! Your favorite ice cream 
and Baker’s Coconut—the only coconut 
with all the whiteness and fresh flavor of 
just-picked coconut. Enjoy some today! 


Products of 
General Foods 








Here are the rules: 


1. Make this Muggs Sundae with Baker’s Coconut. 
(Or have Mother make it for you.) 

2. Finish this sentence: “I want to go to camp be- 
cause...” (Use as many words as you wish, up to 
sixty.) 

3. At top of page, put your birth date (day and year). 
Then your name and address, and tell whether you 
are a boy or a girl. Include numbered end of Baker’s 
Coconut Southern Style can, or Baker’s Premium 
Shred box top, or 8-ounce cellophane bag. 

(Note: If you win first prize and the 8-ounce bag 
accompanies your entry, you will receive an extra 
bonus of $100 in cash!) 

4. Send the above to: J. Fred Muggs, P.O. Box 960, 
New York 46, N. Y. Must be postmarked before 
midnight May 3, 1954 and received by May 7, 1954. 
5. Enter as many times as you wish, but each entry 
must be your own, original work, your own reasons 
in your own words, submitted in your own name, 
and each accompanied by the evidence that you pur- 








chased Baker’s Coconut as explained in Rule No. 3. 
6. Entries will be judged separately for boys and 
girls in each age group on the basis of the fresh, 
natural, and appropriate approach you as a young- 
ster make to telling us your reasons for wanting to 
go to camp, by the independent and impartial judg- 
ing staff of The Reuben H. Donnelley Corporation. 
Duplicate prizes in the event of ties. 

7. Contest open to anyone, age 8 through 16, resid- 
ing within the continental limits of the U.S.A., ex- 
cept children of employees of General Foods Cor- 
poration and its advertising agencies. 

8. Entries become the property of the General Foods 
Corporation to use as it sees fit, and none will be re- 
turned. Contest subject to all federal, state, and local 
laws and regulations. 

9. Winners will be notified in person or by mail. 
Winners lists will be available to any contestant 
who sends a ped and add d reply envelope 
with his entry. 

10.Camps will be selected with the help and 
guidance of Parents’ Magazine. Or winner may 
elect to accept cash equivalent of $500. 














| love Coro 
Jewelry 


because nobody but Coro makes so many exciting 
styles to choose from, like my party-perfect neck- 
Jace and bracelet set.-These adorable scatter pins 
you see below will have everybody in your crowd 
talking! At all leading stores or write Coro, Inc., 
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Kitty Kat 
$1 


N. Y. 1, Dept. HB. 








JEWELRY 
Te awe = 


Necklace, bracelet, about $1. each. Gift boxed 
2 Prices plus tax 


es ~ 
ope gree booklet containing heipful jewelry hints. 












Honey Bee 


$1 
























America’s finest 
silver-plated flute 
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T. ARMSTRONG COMPANY 





THE NAME 
TO REMEMBER IN 


AT FINE MUSIC 
DEALERS EVERY WHERE 


ELKHART, INDIANA 
















send your old as well as your new address 






ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 
Give THE AMERICAN GIRL at least six weeks’ notice so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 


to THE AMERICAN GIRL, 155 East 44th St., N.Y. 17. 




















ers. If you’re short on skirt hangers, use an 
ordinary hanger with a springback clothespin 
attached to each side. 

Dirty clothes belong in the laundry bag, 
If you plunk them back into closets and 
drawers, they produce unpleasant odors. The 
French have a proverb, “A place for every- 
thing and everything in its place” —a re. 
strained way of saying, “Put it away.” 


One Last Look Before You’re Off 


When you're dressed and r’aring to go~ 
stop and check on these good-grooming 
points: 

Your pocketbook is clean—no dirty tissues 
are floating about inside. 

Your hemline is even, and doesn’t hang out 
beneath your coat, urchinlike. 

Your belt is not too tight — causing your 
waistline to skid up. 

You are carrying a clean, freshly ironed 
handkerchief—perennial sign of a lady. 

Any white touches—collars, cuffs, or dickies 
—are immaculate. 

Stockings or socks are clean. Seams are 
straight. 

Shoe heels are in good repair, and leather 
is polished bright. 


It’s true. Grooming takes work. 
Planning, too, so that you don’t spend all 
day on it. The reward, however, is sweet. 
You'll think so, too, when you know that long, 
low whistle is all for you. THE END 


Cheaters Cheated 


(Continued from page 9) 


Butch whispered, and grabbing the judge's 
meerschaum pipe and packet of shag tobacco 
from a clutter of breakfast dishes, he hurried 
Elly back to the summerhouse. 

“Judge Whittaker, you're being taken!” 
Butch told that astonished gentleman. “Those 
people in your house are out to cheat you.” 

The judge rose, quite on his dignity, but 
Butch touched his arm appealingly. “Please 
take my word for it, sir,” he said earnestly. 
“Burton has a very shady reputation, and 
from what we heard him say just now, he’s 
planning to trick you in a big way. But he 
said something else that makes me pretty sure 
Elly and I and some friends of ours can fix 
things so that you and Mrs. Whittaker can 
stay right on here in’ your own home and 
make a good living out of it! Will you trust 
us and wait a while before you decide about 
selling? Please don’t sign anything, sir—just 
sit tight until Elly and I get back. Is it a deal?” 

The urgency in his voice was convincing 
and Judge Whittaker held out his gnarled 
hand. “All right, Conover,” he said. “It’s a 
deal. Do hurry back, though, for mercy’s 
sake. This is all very confusing.” 

“Well, and where are we going?” Elly de- 
manded as the station wagon rattled once 
more through the iron gateway. 

“You'll have to tell me,” Butch teased, then 
he added seriously, “I want to find Mehitabel 
Drew. Where does she live?” 

“Hitty?” Elly wondered. “Why, she and 
her husband live in the tenant house on the 
Smythe farm, about two miles down. this 
road. But what do you want to see her for, 
Butch?” 

“I may be nutty as a fruitcake,” Butch 
grinned, “but I think I really have hit on an 
idea that will pull the judge out of the hot 
water he’s got himself into. Remember that 
phone call from Doc Baker this morning? You 
said he wanted your mother to look around 
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“Willowvale for a quiet country boarding- 


house where he could spend the summer? 
Well, this part of Virginia is just as countri- 
fied, and the judge’s house is certainly a lot 
more attractive than the average ... and your 
aunt used to take guests...” 

“Butch!” Elly gasped. “That’s a super idea! 
Hitty could take charge. She’s a wonderful 
manager...oh, I do hope it works!” 

They reached the Smythes’ tenant cottage 
in record time. The sturdy young woman who 
answered Butch’s knock reminded him of an 
amiable mother robin, with her firm red 
cheeks and bright black eyes. 

“Well, bless my soul if it isn’t Elly Trask!” 
she said briskly. “Come in — come in. You, 
too,” she twinkled at Butch. “I know you 
from all the nice things Elly has said about 
you at various times. Excuse the looks of the 
place. We're packing to leave for Baltimore.” 

“I’m terribly sorry your husband isn’t well,” 
Elly said. “I hope that’s not why you're going 
away?” 


Hitty told her pathetic story brave- 
ly: her vigorous young husband badly hurt 
wher. a heavy tractor turned turtle; their two 
boys to bring up; the need to earn a salary 
sufficient to support them all. “I can’t make 
enough doing domestic work around here,” 
Hitty concluded. “We can’t stay on at the ten- 
ant house, because the Smythes have hired a 
anew farmer. So we've decided to move to 
Baltimore where I can get a full-time factory 
job, That'll be hard on the boys, though. They 
love the country so, and they'll miss their 
schoolmates, and all.” 

“They're such nice boys,” Elly said. “Judge 
Whittaker is very fond of them.” 

“He sure is,” Hitty said proudly. “He and 
Miss Mattie always make a big fuss over Jack 
and Tommy whenever I take them along for 
a day’s visit. They say having a couple of 
lively boys around reminds them of the happy 
days before their son was taken from them. 
That happened before you two were born, 
but I know that those memories make Miss 
Mattie’s heart ache at the thought of leaving 
the old place.” 

“What about your husband?” Butch asked. 
“Can he do any work at all?” 

“Some,” Hitty said. “He can do small re- 
pair jobs from his wheel chair, but the doctor 
says he’d be well a lot sooner if his mind 
was free from worry.” 

“Mrs. Drew,” Butch said, “you won't need 
to work in a factory if you and Elly and I can 
swing the plan I’ve doped out. I'll explain 
just what it is...” 

It was Hitty, the practical one, who 
summed up the possible snags in Butch’s op- 
timistic scheme. “I like your idea just fine, 
Butch,” she said, “and I'd do everything I 
could to keep Joe and the boys here in the 
country. But there are two things we must 
be certain of before we can even start to get 
the judge out of his fix...” 

“Bless you for that we, Hitty,” Butch said, 
and Hitty gave him an approving pat. 

“Money is first and foremost,” she con- 
tinued. “And your high-school man second. 
About the money... You probably know, 
Elly, that your uncle invested his savings in 
an annuity when he retired from practising 
law fifteen years ago. It wasn’t a whopping 

ig income, but plenty for those days. Since 
then it’s shrunk like a wool blanket in boiling 
water. They began to feel the pinch in the 
war years, and Miss Mattie took a few guests 
in the summer.” 

“Frail as she is, Aunt Mattie has always 

brave and capzble,” Elly said. 
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“We'd have to rent five or six rooms to 
make the venture pay,” Hitty went on, “and 
to do that we’d need at least three hundred 
dollars cash to replace worn-out linens and 
so on. I'd have to lay in a supply of food...” 

“Mother would lend that much, I know,” 
Elly said eagerly. 

“Fine,” Hitty nodded. “But now, our sec- 
ond problem: Would up-to-date folks like 
the Bakers—and the friends I'd count on them 
to bring in—would they really want to spend 
the summer in such an old-timey place? Oil 
lamps for lighting, only a tricky kitchen boiler 
for bath water, and fireplaces for heat on 
chilly days?” 

“They'd probably love the old house for 
just those things,” Butch said. 

“Yes, but we’re not sure they would,” Hitty 
said. “The only safe thing would be to get 
Dr. Baker out here right away to look the 
judge’s place over and decide for himself. 
Think you could manage that, Butch?” 

“Tll sure try,” Butch said. “Where’s your 
phone?” 

Fortunately, Dr. Baker was free to drive 
out at once, and so, scarcely an hour later, 
Butch was introducing the high school prin- 
cipal to the judge and his wife, still sitting 
rather forlornly in the garden. But before 
Butch and Elly left to take Dr. Baker on an 
appraising tour of the old mansion, Elly had 
the satisfaction of seeing her Aunt Mattie’s 
soft blue eyes alight with new hope. 

“I didn’t like that Mr. Burton,” she con- 
fided. “He tried to bully Lucius into signing 
a bill of sale before he and his unpleasant 
clients left, but Lucius stuck to his agreement 
with you, Butch. Now, be fair, children — 
remember to point out all the disadvantages 
of our old house. . . .” 

But Dr. Baker brushed aside every draw- 
back. “My wife and I will love being here!” 
he declared. “It will be like living in a rest- 
ful Victorian world—no noisy radio, no press- 
a-button gadgets. Exactly what I hoped to 
find.” 

Butch and Elly beamed, and Dr. Baker 
continued, “This is near enough to Wash- 
ington so I can drive in occasionally to do re- 
search at the Smithsonian when I have to. I 
know several other couples who'd be delight- 
ed to stay here, too, and we would be glad 
to pay something in advance. Now, let’s go 
tell Judge Whittaker how happy I'll be if he 
will accept me and my friends as his guests.” 

The judge insisted that the shoe was on the 
other foot. “Conover,” he beamed, “this has 
given me a new lease on life! With Hitty and 
her family in the service wing—Hitty and Joe 
running the house and the garden while the 
boys play around happy as grigs—I’ll be my- 
self again. Thank you, my boy,” he added 
more gently, “for saving me from making a 
tragic mistake. And now, I shall go write that 
Burton scoundrel that he can go to. . . to 
blazes with his bill of sale!” 

Butch and Elly exchanged an appreciative 
smile as the judge lit his faithful meerschaum 
with all his old flourish. 


Ir was long after their usual Junch 
hour when Butch and Elly finally sank down 
gratefully beneath a stately tulip tree to open 
Hannah’s picnic basket. “You know some- 
thing, angel cake?” Butch said thoughtfully. 
“I was mighty pleased with myself when I 
told you about my summer job with Van 
Tuyl. But I honestly believe I feel even better 
about swinging this deal for the judge.” 

“You don’t have to tell me that, Butch,” 
Elly murmured. “I’m proud of you, and I 
don’t care who knows it!” THE END 
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BERWICK, PENNSYLVANIA: Hands Up! is the 
most useful article you ever had. You'll never 
know how useful it was for me. 
Your recipes are just out of this world. I 
can’t wait till the next issue comes. 
Bass Moskauk (age 12) 


CINCINNATI, OHIO: The Day Will Come and 
Birthday in Teheran were wonderful. I just 
loved Goal for Jill, and Cargo for Jennifer is 
really neat so far. Your fashions and articles 
on appearance, etc. are good. I liked the arti- 
cle on skating stars very much. 

Jutm Herran (age 13) 


BORGER, TEXAS: I used your beauty quiz. I 
am not much of a beauty, ‘but I try to follow 
the rules you gave me. I feel a lot better about 
the way I look. I guess that’s because I know 
I am taking advice from a truthful and smart 
magazine—THE AMERICAN GIRL. 

Suste Gropzin 


EVANSVILLE, INDIANA: | enjoyed Hands Up! 
very much, being a “nail biter.” Thanks for 
the wonderful advice. Birthday in Teheran 
was also very interesting. The characters 
seemed very alive to me. I often attend the 
movies in your article Speaking of Movies. I 
always find them very interesting. 

Sve Sires (age 12) 


SCUNTHORPE, ENGLAND: May I thank you 
for a lovely magazine, and my pen pal Margot 
Morrow for introducing it to me. 

I like all the contents of your magazine as 
it is so different from English magazines, but 
especially A Penny for Your Thoughts, the 
Jokes, and all the adverts, because there are 
so many lovely things which we can’t buy 
over here. 

Would you please issue some articles on 
flying as we are very “air-minded” over here, 
especially myself. 

PAMELA SMitH (age 15) 


NORTH BELLMORE, NEW YORK: Your maga- 
zine is just “tops!” All my friends are always 
asking to borrow my copy of THE AMERICAN 
Gir. 

The Day Will Come and Birthday in Tehe- 
ran were just super! I enjoy your magazine 
immensely, and I think it is getting better 
all the time! Jupy DaNIELSEN (age 12) 


BELLEVILLE, ILLINOIS: A Penny for Your 
Thoughts is very interesting. There is one 
thing in it that catches my eye quite often. It 
is a statement that goes something like this: 
“I am sorry we don’t have such magazines 
here in Norway.” or “Magazines for girls, like 
this, aren’t published here in Germany.” 

A sentence reading something like one of 
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the above can be found in every letter from 
a foreign country. 

It takes something like this to make me 
realize how lucky we are to live in this great 
country. Have you ever stopped to think of 
all the many privileges and opportunities we 
have and practice in our everyday way of 
living—privileges that we, as American citi- 
zens, often take for granted? 

I have, and believe me, if we put all the 
fingers in the world together, we still wouldn't 
have enough to count our privileges and op- 
portunities on. 

It won’t be too long now before our Inde- 
pendence Day rolls around. I only hope that 
this year’s fourth of July sees our nation in a 
happier, more peaceful state of being, than 
previously. 

I'll even go one step farther. I hope that 
the whole wide world witnesses the most 
peaceful year ever and may each year be 
better than the one before! 

Gait SULLIVAN (age 14) 


WASHINGTON, ILLINOIS: I adore your fash- 
ions, and read your A Penny for Your 
Thoughts all the time. Although I don’t just 
go right out in the kitchen and start working 
on your recipes, when I want to cook I just 
look up a recipe in THE AMERICAN GiRL and 
go to work. Nan Norton (age 11) 


CENTRAL ISLIP, NEW YORK: I[ can't wait for 
next month’s issue of THE AMERICAN GIRL 
so I can read Part II] of Cargo for Jennifer. 
I love it so far. I thought The Day Will Come 
was tops. Please have some animal stories 
soon. Mary McCartny (age 12) 


STREATLEY, ENGLAND: I[ am another of the 
many British girls who simply love read- 
ing your magazine. I get no end of entertain- 
ment from its pages as your stories are good, 
your beauty hints are helpful, and your arti- 
cles are always interesting. 
My favorite story so far is Goal for Jill as 
I like to play hockey, and I have played for 
my school on several occasions. I also like 
A Penny for Your Thoughts and Jokes. 
When my copies come, I take them to 
school with me to share with my _ school 
friends, who read them with much enthusiasm 
and enjoyment. I have my pen pal to thank 
for sending me the copies. My friends and I 
would like to wish you luck and ask you to 
keep on writing your wonderful magazine. ~ 
Marcot Cooper (age 14) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: I[ just got a gift subscrip- 
tion to your magazine and I think it’s the 
best teen-age and story magazine I ever read. 
I enjoyed The Day Will Come, Birthday in 
Teheran, Mexico’s Chinese Princess, and 


Hands Up! I enjoyed Mexico’s Chinese Prin- 
cess because my family is planning to go to 
Mexico this summer and my mother and I 
both read the story and liked it very much. 

GweEn Brown (age 11) 


BLETCHLEY, ENGLAND: Your magazine is be- 
ing sent to me by my pen friend Barbara 
McCleery, to whom I am very grateful. 

I simply adore your fashions and most of 
your stories. 

My biggest ambition is to visit America 
one day to see my pen friend. I am fourteen 
years old, and I am also a Girl Guide. 

Erica Purpr (age 14) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: I think The Day Will 
Come, Birthday in Teheran, and the first two 
parts of Cargo for Jennifer were marvelous 
stories. I like teen-age boy-girl stories very 
much and hope you will continue having 
them. Goal for Jill was excellent and com- 
pares with Double Date. A Penny for Your 
Thoughts is always very good and your fash- 
ion tips are very helpful. 

As I keep a recipe file your recipes come 
in quite handy. 

All the girls in Girl Scout Troop No. 13 
agree with me that your magazine is tops. 

E.otst GUENTHER (age 12) 


BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS: I enjoyed very 
much The Day Will Come because I simply 
adore ice skating. I also like Get That Date! 
At home I often use your recipes and your 
other helpful hints. I love the fashions, too. 

Joyce BLACKMAN (age 10) 


SITTINGBOURNE, ENGLAND: If your magazine 
typifies American girls then I think America 
is wonderful. I read your lovely magazine 
from cover to cover and cannot thank my 
pen friend (Mary Alice Guyton) enough for 
paying my year’s subscription. Your fashion 
and grooming tips are good sense, your sto 
ries and articles are a lot of fun. 

I live in the country and do a lot of horse 
riding and I wish that you would have some 
more stories about horses of the same quality 
as Beautiful and Free. Everyday I travel by 
bus to a grammar school, which is eight 
miles away. I leave home at eight o’clock and 
arrive home at about five. We learn English, 
math, geography, history, chemistry or biol 
ogy, art or scripture, Latin or domestic science, 
French, singing, hockey, tennis, and gym 
nastics. 

When my pen pal and I write to each other 
we always say that we will meet one day. ! 
do so hope it’s me that comes to America. 

Jit Maureen Foster (age 15) 
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joyed The Day Will Come and the beauty 
tip Hands Up! Please have more, many more, 
beauty tips. 

How about one article on outdoor hobbies 
like mine, insect collecting and feather col- 
lecting, and a few on history, too. 

Jupy Burczyx (age 14) 


FRENCHTOWN, NEW JERSEY: The story Birth- 
day in Teheran was wonderful; so was The 
Day Will Come. Your fashions are also tops. 
| think you should eliminate the By You. 
Otherwise, THE AMERICAN Gir is tops. 
Kay HouriGan (age 11) 


DUFFTOWN, SCOTLAND: I would like to thank 
you very much for the wonderful magazine 
you put out. I would also like to thank my 

pen friend Sherry McCormick of St. Albans, 
West Virginia, for having given me a sub- 
scription. 

I am a Girl Guide in the lst Dufftown 
Troop. In July last year twenty of our troop 
went to Paris and Switzerland. I think the 
most wonderful part was in London though, 
when I saw her Majesty the Queen and the 
Duke of Edinburgh for the first time. 

I like A Penny for Your Thoughts best and 
Isimply adore your fashions. I liked Goal for 
Jill very much, especially as I am in our 
school’s first eleven hockey team. 

In school I study French, Latin, German, 
English, geometry, algebra, trigonometry, 
arithmetic, history, geography, and art. 

Your magazine is tops. Congratulations and 
best of luck. Thank you. 

RENA Rem (age 14) 


LAKE VIEW, IOWA: I want to congratulate you 
on your February issue. The stories were tops! 
So far I have enjoyed Cargo for Jennifer. Get 
That Date! and Hands Up! have helped me 
quite a bit. 
Although I am not a member of the Girl 
Scouts your magazine helps me in 4-H. 
IRENE RODMAN (age 12) 


BAY CITY, MICHIGAN: Your February Inter- 
national issue was super. I enjoy the serial 
Cargo for Jennifer but doubt if it could top 
Goal for Jill. How about more articles on ca- 
teers? I enjoy the whole magazine but I like 
the fashions best. I thought Mexico’s Chinese 
Princess and Birthday in Teheran were won- 
derful. Pat VAN TASSELL (age 13) 


MADISONVILLE, KENTUCKY: I especially enjoy 
the By You section. I also enjoy reading your 
serials. 

I live in a town of fifteen thousand popula- 
tion, we have just finished building a youth 
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center for the kids of our school. 

I think your magazine is the favorite of 
more teen-age girls than any other magazine. 
[know it is my favorite. 

Mary Hit (age 16) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: Our school, St. Louis 
Academy, enjoys reading THe AMERICAN 
Girt which Mother St. John orders for us. We 
ilso have a program in our English class 
based on each issue. Needless to say, I just 
had to have a copy of my own. The stories 
Printed are just right for teen-agers. My 
mother and I enjoy the fashion tips; my sister 
caves for the stories; and my Dad often looks 
at the jokes. Congratulations on a fine maga- 
zine. Vircinia Nietupski (age 14) 



















Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 








N. Y., and tell us your age and address 
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Fashion D 





DON'T spend your whole Easter clothes al- 
lowance on one dressy date frock. You'll 
feel out of place at informal parties. 





DON'T be carried away by glamorous shoes 
that you'll wear once in a blue moon .. . 
or too-high heels that hurt your feet. 





DON'T let an unhappy, out-of-sorts ex- 
pression spoil your looks... and your fun. 


There’s 







no need—even on ‘those days.” 


Up and Liking It.” 
Name 


DO buy a stunning “double-duty 


” 


os’ and Donts” 





outfit 


that goes to town or parties with just a 
change of accessories. 
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DO treat your feet to one of the smart new 
shoe styles with slim, low heels. They’re 


flattering and comfortable. 





DO get wise to “Growing Up and Liking 
It,” the free Modess booklet that explains 
menstruation . 


. gives beauty tips, too! 


(Good only in U.S.A. and Canada) 


Age 





Street 


(PLease Print) 





City 





Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5451-4, Milltown, N. J. 


Please send me, in plain wrapper, a free copy of “Growing 








SHOULD YOU 
GIVE A DATE 
“CURB SERVICE’’? 


Beep! beep! beep! Galahad 
is announcing his arrival. 
Should you bounce out...or 
hold out till he comes to 
the door? Ah...now's the 
time for southern belle 
helplessness ...hold out! 
(The truth is, down deep, 
men really like to perform 
these little services! ) 
There are other ways you 
can show your devotion. 


For example, sup- 
pose he scuffs 
those precious 
new white-wall 
tires, zooming 
up to the curb. 
You can tell 
him a trick you picked up in 
the kitchen...a trick that 
makes cleaning white-wall 
tires easy. It's S.0.S.,of 
course! Point out that S.0.S. 
eliminates the old-fash- 
ioned bucket and brush... 
because S.0.S.has soap in 
every pad. That soap, plus 
sturdy fibres, ,. ~~ 
literally 
wipes off 
road grime, 
grease and 
scuff-marks. 





There! With- 
out sacrificing one ounce 
of your femininity, you 
have him thinking you're 
wonderful... you and S.0.5.! 





The $.0.S. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A 
$. 0.5. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Lid., Toronto, Oni 
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Make purses, bags, 
or place mats, on 
a cardboard loom 











Weave Your Own! 


by ANNETTE S. GABRIEL 


under two. Thus your weaving pat- 

tern grows. It matters not at all wheth- 
er your “loom” is a piece of cardboard, 
an old picture frame, or a large, complex 
foot-power affair, the principle is the same 
—and it is a principle that goes way back 
to the very beginnings of our civilization. 
We wear clothes of woven fabrics today 
only because our primitive ancestors dis- 
covered the art of weaving. Otherwise, 
we might still be going about clad in ani- 
mal skins. 

The earliest experiments in weaving 
consisted of intertwining twigs to form a 
shield for the mouth of the cave that was 
“home” to early man. Then he progressed 
to the use of rushes and grasses and long, 
narrow leaves to make mats, and coverings 
for himself and his family. These were 
more difficult to handle, but he soon found 
an efficient way of working. One of the 
earliest methods of weaving was to tie 
one set of strands to a low tree branch, 
and to weigh each of these strands with 
a stone so that it would hang straight and 
stiff. Other strands were then woven in 
and out between hanging strips. The 
hanging, vertical fibers formed what we 
now call the “warp” threads, while the 
horizontally interwoven ones have become 
the “weft.” The next step forward was to 
tie the lower ends to a broken-off branch 
which lay on the ground. From this, it 
was but a short, easy advance to a sepa- 
rate frame made of four branches fast~ 
ened together to form a rectangle. 

This frame idea is still very much in 
use. You can buy small metal ones in the 
five-and-ten. Weaving has become a hap- 
py hobby and a means of livelihood for 
many people. Rug making, in. particular, 


| N and out. In and out. Over one thread, 


is popular among home weavers, who are 
often able to sell their product at a nice 
little profit. 

Few, if any, of you will have access to 
a large loom, but you'll find that card- 
board weaving is easy and fun. By this 
method you can make a variety of attrae- 
tive and useful articles . . . cosmetic cases, 
purses, pouch or envelope bags, hot-plate 
pads, pot holders, belts — even tams. De- 
signs may be simple or complicated de- 
pending on your own skill, and as you 
improve, you can make up your own. 

You'll find the materials you need close 
at hand, too: a piece of cardboard for the 
loom; some pins from Mother’s sewing box, 
or nails from Dad's tool kit to fasten your 
yarn; a bobby pin, large blunt needle, or 
an ice-cream stick saved from a popsicle 
to serve as a shuttle. Then, your yarn- 
and you're all set. 

Your choice of yarn will be determined 
in large part by what you plan to weave. 
For example, there are bulky, soft, spun- 
rayon-and-cotton yarns that make ideal 
hot-plate pads and bags. A thinner, all- 
purpose rayon yarn lends itself to small 
purses, party bags, and fancy belts. Both 
types come in lovely colors at your local 
five-and-ten. Some even have a shining 
gold or silver thread, that will give your 
finished piece sparkle. All are sturdy and 
washable; they won't shrink, and the cok 
ors won't run or fade. 

For a starter, why not try some of the 
items shown above? Free instruction sheets 
showing you how to make each one are 
available. To receive yours, send a large 
(3” x 10”) self-addressed, stamped en 
velope to: Hobby Editor, The American 
Girl Magazine, 155 East 44 Street, New 
York 17, N. Y. 
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It’s All Done with Cheese 
(Continued from page 24) 


This recipe for a sandwich loaf, as substan- 
tial as it is glamorous, comes from Judith 
Himmelman of Menlo Park, California. 


RAINBOW SANDWICH LOAF 

In preparing the fillings, add just enough 
mayonnaise so that the mixture will spread 
evenly, but is not too moist. 
Red Filling: 
dslices boiled ham, 3 slices crisp cooked 

minced bacon, crumbled 

1 pimiento, minced 


Yellow Filling: 

3 hard-cooked eggs Salt and pepper to taste 

White Filling: 

\%three-ounce package V4 cup grated cucumber 
cream cheese 


Green Filling: 


\% cup chopped sweet 6 sprigs parsley or 
pickle watercress, minced 

For the Loaf: 

1 loaf day-old unsliced 3 three-ounce packages 
sandwich bread cream cheese 


Remove all crusts from loaf of bread. Cut 
lengthwise into 5 slices of equal thickness. 
Butter one side of each slice and spread with 
a filling. Stack the slices on a dish or platter 
as they are spread. Press together firmly. 

Soften cheese with a little milk or cream 
to spreading consistency. Frost top and sides 
of loaf as you would a cake. Chill in refrig- 
erator at least three hours. When ready to 
serve, garnish loaf with sliced stuffed olives 
and add a garnish of parsley and olives to the 
platter. Slice loaf in serving portions with 
sharp knife. 


From Clarkston, Michigan, Lorena Mot- 
doch has sent a recipe for a casserole with a 
zippy flavor, that is an excellent luncheon or 
supper main dish. With a salad, dessert, and 
beverage, it makes a very satisfying meal. 
If you like, you might serve a dessert-type 
salad with it. It is a good recipe to have at 
hand for a buffet meal, too. 


DEVILED MACARONI CASSEROLE 


1 (8 oz.) package 1 teaspoon paprika 
macaroni 2 cups milk 

3 tablespoons butter 1 cup grated American 
or margarine cheese 

2 tablespoons flour 3 hard-cooked eggs 

1 teaspoon salt 1 tablespoon French 

1% teaspoons prepared dressing 

mustard 1 tablespoon milk 


Cook macaroni according to package di- 
rections until tender. Melt butter in saucepan. 
Stir in flour, salt, mustard, and paprika. Add 
milk gradually, stirring constantly. Cook and 
stir until thickened. Stir in % cup cheese. In 
a greased casserole, arrange alternate layers 
of macaroni and this sauce. Cut eggs in halves 
lengthwise. Mash yolks and mix with French 
dressing and milk, blending thoroughly. Re- 
fill whites with this mixture and arrange on 
top of macaroni in casserole. Sprinkle with 
remaining % cup cheese. Bake in moderate 
oven (350°) 25 minutes, or until cheese is 
golden-brown. Serve 6. 


For a cake frosting with a different and 
delicate flavor, try this: 


ORANGE CREAM-CHEESE FROSTING 


3 tablespoons butter Y% cup concentrated 
% three-ounce package frozen orange juice, 
cream cheese thawed 
Dash salt 2% cups sifted confec- 
tioners’ sugar (about) 


Have the butter and cheese at room tem- 
perature. Cream butter. Add cheese, salt, and 
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Hot 'n Hearty Tuna Casserole 
made the delicious Real Mayonnaise way— 
combine 1 pkg. cooked, frozen peas (reserve 4 c. 
liquid), two 7-oz. cans tuna fish, 1 small can 
pimiento, chopped, 1 small can sliced mushrooms, 
1 med. onion minced. Mix 4 c. Real Mayonnaise, 
1 tbs. flour, 4 c. liquid from peas, 4 c. mushroom 
juice, % tsp. salt, dash pepper and garlic salt. Toss 
lightly with fish mixture. Bake in greased covered 
casserole in moderate oven (375°F.) 20 mins. Serve 
with rice or toast. Serves 6. Wonderful, too, with 
salmon, crabmeat or lobster. 


















Made for each other . . . nutritious canned or frozen 
fish and the golden goodness of Best Foods or Hellmann’s 
Real Mayonnaise. Freshly broken whole eggs make it so 
deliciously different . . . give it the smoother texture, 
finer flavor that make every fish dish a “‘gourmet”’ treat! 


Low-Price, High-Protein Sardine Salad 

Sandwiches are so tempting topped with 
oo THs weer Best Foods or Hellmann’s Real Mayon- 
naise—the famous mayonnaise made with 
whole eggs ... plus “‘Fresh-Press”’ salad oil, 
choice vinegar, spices and extra egg yolks. 
Delicious! America’s Favorite—2 to 1. 





InN THE EAST 








Best Foods and ‘s are regist of The Best Foods, Inc. 


BEST FOODS -HELLMANN'S - te Whol £99 Mayornace 
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When you're talking 
glamour... 
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@ Pass ’em around—and do your- 
self some good two ways. First, 
raisins taste so nice and sweet, 
they’re a real treat. And second, 
raisins help you— with quick en- 
ergy that means sparkling vitality. 
(Won’t hurt your complexion 
either.) Ask your mother to get 
some—for you. Bet she will! 
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juice. Cream until light and fluffy. Add sugar 
gradually, blending well after each addition, 
until of right consistency to spread. Makes 
enough frosting to cover tops and sizes of 
two 8” layers, or a 9” square cake. 


“There is no guesswork with this fudge,” 
says Linda Perlis of Detroit, Michigan, “and 
no cooking or beating, either!” 


NO-COOK FUDGE 
1 (3 oz.) package 2 squares (2 ozs.) un- 


cream cheese sweetened chocolate 
2 cups sifted confection- 4 teaspoon vanilla 
ers’ sugar Dash salt 


Ya cup chopped nuts 

Have cheese at room temperature. Place 
in a bowl and cream until smooth. Blend su- 
gar in slowly. Melt chocolate over hot water. 
Add to sugar mixture and blend well. Stir in 
remaining ingredients. (If mixture seems too 
stiff, blend in 1 teaspoon cream.) Press mix- 
ture into a well-buttered, shallow pan. Chill 
until firm. Cut into squares. 


“This recipe has been handed down for 
four generations in our family, and was given 
to me by my grandmother,” Joan Northrop 
of West Haven, Connecticut, wrote in the 
letter which accompanied her recipe. It makes 
a good main dish to serve with a tossed vege- 
table salad. 


CHEESE-ONION PIE 
1% cups soda-cracker 2 tablespoons butter 


crumbs or margarine 
V3 cup melted butter or 2 eggs 
margarine 1 cup scalded milk 
2 cups thinly sliced 1 teaspoon salt 
onions % teaspoon pepper 


1% cups grated American cheese 
Mix cracker crumbs with the melted but- 
ter. Press on bottom and sides of 9” piepan 
to form a crust. Cook onions in 2 tablespoons 
butter until very tender and yellow, but not 
brown. Place onions in pie crust. Beat eggs 


slightly. Gradually stir in scalded milk. Add 
remaining ingredients and blend well. Pour 
mixture over onions in pie crust. Bake in slow 
oven (300°) about 45 minutes, or until knife 
inserted in center comes out clean. Makes 4 
to 6 servings. 


Here are a few suggestions to tuck 
into your recipe file for parties, picnics, or 
snacks. . 

Sandwiches: Combine cream cheese—mashed 
and softened to spreading consistency with 
cream or milk — with any of the following: 
finely chopped olives or sweet pickles; chopped 
nuts or raisins; crystallized ginger; well- 
drained crushed pineapple or finely chopped 
pineapple; chives or watercress. 
Toasted Cheese Buns: Split buns and spread 
with a cheese spread such as pimiento, blue, 
or a smoked flavor. Toast in broiler. Ham- 
burger or cold ham are especially good served 
on these buns. 
Spreads: Combine | cup sieved cottage cheese 
with 1 can deviled ham. Spread on crackers, 
potato or corn chips. 

Or mix a three-ounce package of cream 
cheese with enough chili sauce to moisten, 
and serve on crackers or chips. 


HEARTY SALADS 
Summertime is salad time, and the August 
Recipe Exchange will feature the kinds of 
salads that are almost a meal in themselves. 
We want to share with other readers of your 
magazine your favorite recipes for hearty 
salads which include vegetables; the pastas 
like macaroni, noodles, etc.; meat; fish; poul- 
try. For each recipe printed in the magazine 
we will pay one dollar. The recipe you send 
in must be one which you, yourself, have used 
successfully. Read carefully the rules. given 
below, test and check your recipe, and then 

mail it in for the August issue. 

THE END 





Subject: Hearty Salads 


Each month we will announce in the magazine the 
kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. The 
recipe you send in MUST be one that you have used 
successfully. For every recipe printed in the mago- 
zine, THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY 


1. Recipe and letters must be typewritten or neatly 
printed in ink. 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes must be written on one side of paper only. 


August Recipe Exchange 


Date Due: April 19, 1954 


3- In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the source 
of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the recipe, 
and give level measurements. If any special tech- 
niques are involved, describe them fully. 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
THE AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, AMERICAN 
GIRL Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New York 17, 
New York. 





This pesy of special treats 
blooms for you in the May AMERICAN GIRL 


Like Pat Downing? She contributes some high-flying prose 


Ever think of becoming a teacher? Don’t miss “Little Red Schoolhouse.” 


to a writing contest in “Tribute to Tim.” 


Reading “Cargo for Jennifer”? Jen has a hold-your-breath 
-midnight adventure in this installment. 


Must a boy spend five or ten dollars for a corsage when he takes a 


girl to a dance? Read “Growing Up.” 
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Let’s Talk Together 
(Continued from page 18) 


necessary to do so, nor that all your emotions 
are well in hand. 

The teens are a turbulent, trying sort of 
period for almost everyone. In reality, they 
are a period of transition from the time when 
someone told you what to do, to the time 
when you tell yourself what to do. But, of 
course, you have to be able to take the 
driver's seat. If your room becomes each day 
a more untidy and unsightly mess, Mother 
may suggest that you straighten it up. If you 
double-date with Claire and two boys you 
met at high school, and get home at half-past 
midnight, Dad may firmly order you to ob- 
serve a curfew of eleven o'clock. If you run 
around with a group of boys and girls whose 
conduct invites the censure of the neighbors, 
Dad and Mom may refuse to understand that 
they are all just swell and there’s nothing 
wrong. Perhaps you have certain qualms your- 
self—but with your new-found desire for in- 
dependence, you’re not going to be dictated 
to. 
All right! There’s a substitute. Even grown- 
ups sometimes seek advice, and prove their 
wisdom when they do. 

If you understand yourself well enough to 
see that you are almost adult, but not quite 
adult, then you will direct your drive toward 
winning the independence that comes with 
maturity — rather than toward victory in a 
battle with your parents. 

It’s surprising what you can gain by that 
attitude. If your parents find that you want 
to talk things over with them and arrive at 
your own decisions with their help, they are 
apt to issue fewer commands. 


What are the decisions you are 
trying to make? Most teen-agers agree that 
they have to do with such problems as choice 
of friends, school-day curfew, week-end cur- 
few, allowance, dating, driving, smoking, 
party manners. 

The trouble is that there are no hard-and- 
fast rules for these matters, as there were for 
your childhood problems. Whether Mary or 
John is a suitable chum, how much spending 
money you need, how late you should stay 
out weekdays and week ends, must be partly 
determined by the town and neighborhood, 
how well you know the people — and other 
considerations. Many families today are liv- 
ing in new surroundings where they must get 
acquainted all over again. That is very hard 
on teen-agers. You crave excitement and ad- 
venture; you need friends now, and if Alice 
and Katherine and Joe and Bill are ready to 
accept you, the suggestion that maybe their 
standards of conduct are a little different from 
yours is a cause for anger and tears and 
frustration. 

In some communities a way has been found 
to take the heat out of these family discus- 
sions. They are broadened to include a larger 
group of parents and young people—possibly 
with teachers and trained leaders invited in. 
Little study groups are meeting in high 
schools, churches, and community centers, to 
discuss in open forum some of the problems 
of teen-agers in that particular neighborhood. 
Frequently these groups meet over a period 
of a year —drawing up their own guide or 
code, and making recommendations on cur- 
few, allowance, dating, and similar situations. 

The usefulness of these study groups is 
twofold. Teen-agers learn that they are not 
being “ganged up on” by adults. Parents 
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OUTDOOR 
GIRLS 
GO FOR 


Very much on the beam, sun- 
beam yellow basque 
shirt. Finest combed 

cotton, color fast 

and wonderfully washable. 
Small, medium, 

large. 8-268 ...1.15 


Keen jeans for play days! 
Handsome in iridescent 
dark green with contrast- 
ing yellow stitches. 
Sturdy, Sanforized denim. 
Back pocket, side zipper. ——q— 
Sizes 8-16. 8-190 ... 3.75 : 
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W estern-inspired, top- 

grain tan cowhide belt lends 
a frontier flavor to 
dungarees and slacks. Em- 
bossed emblem and leaf 
design. Solid brass buckle. 
Sizes 22-34. 8-189... 1.00 





AVAILABLE AT YOUR 


Ofticial Girl Scout Equipment Agency 












take a fashion tip 
from 4 telephone teen 


Terry tucks a scarf into her skirt pocket— 


fastens it with a big gold safety pin—for a 


gay fashion note! 


Terry came to the telephone company when she 


finished school. She didn’t need experience to get an 


interesting job. As a teller she handles 


payments from telephone customers. Terry 


likes working with other young people in the 


telephone building with its pleasant 


office and comfortable lounge. She enjoys 
her job and the good pay check it brings. 






Take a tip from Terry— 
with many different jobs 


at the telephone company, 


there may be one waiting for you! 
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LARGE SIZE of your favorite 
MOVIE STAR 

We include FREE CATALOG, decorated 
4 with newest stars, lists 100’s of names, 

tells how to get their home addresses. 
. ‘Send name of your favorite and your 
B second choice with only 10¢ to cover 
handling. 


HOLLYWOOD SCREEN EXCHANGE 
Robert Wagner Box 1150—Dept. G-4, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


we EDALS 4 y 
 Sterl. 70c es ) 








G14 
Ring C R14 Sterl. Gi sors Plated 
Sterl. $3.50 each $1.70 each 65c each 
Send Five Cents ey te mage. * BADGE Co. 
for Catalogue 112C Fulton St., ‘ork 38, N. Y. 
Prices subject to Pog Sones Sales Tax 
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The AMERICAN GIRL Index for 1953 


The American Girl Index for the past 
year has been printed separately, and 
copies are now available. The index 
is classified under the program fields 
of Girl Scouting. 

If you would like to have a copy, 
please address your request to The 
American Girl, Index Dept., 155 East 
44th Street, New York 17, New York, 
and enclose a large (9%" x 4%” or 
larger) stamped and self-addressed en- 
velope. 











learn that teen-agers can listen and be reason- 
able. Tension on both sides begins to disap- 
pear as differences are aired and compromises 
reached. Parents and teen-agers begin to 
“speak the same language.” 

Here is one suck code that was drawn up 
in this kind of a group. It may not be just 
right for your neighborhood, but perhaps you 
could adapt some of the ideas to your own 
problems. 

Allowances: They should be determined in 
a family conference. They will differ accord- 
ing to 1. family circumstances; 2. needs they 
intend to cover; 3. age of the individual. They 
may be weekly, monthly, or yearly, covering 
any or all of the following items: school ex- 
penses, social expenses, clothes, personal needs, 

School-day curfew: Not later than 10:00 to 
10:30 p.m., because at least eight hours of 
sleep are usually required. Time after school 
should be budgeted to include homework and 
recreation. Going out on school nights is not 
advisable, unless for an important reason. 

Week-end curfew: Fourteen - year - olds 
should be home not later than 12 o'clock, 
the time ranging to 1:30 for seniors. Special 
privileges can be given by parents for special 
occasions. Boys should check with the parents 
of their date the time she is expected home, 
and comply. 

Dating: At the high school level it is better 
for boys and girls to date with a number of 
different people rather than “go steady.” 

Driving: Parents should read the restric- 
tions on the back of junior driving licenses 
and insist that their children obey the rules. 
If accidents occur during violations of the 
rules, insurance companies will not be liable. 
The*car should be at the disposition of the 
parents primarily, but parents should con- 
sider some special needs of their children. 

Party manners: Parents should be at home 
during all parties, but may be inconspicuous. 
“Crashing” is not a desirable practice. Guests 
should respect their host’s property and not 
abuse his hospitality. 

Smoking: Smoking is not advisable for high 
school students from a health or social stand- 
point. Students should feel that their class- 
mates acceptance of them is not based on 
whether they smoke or not. 


Would you like to have a code that 
you and your friends can agree to—one that 
takes the heat out of family arguments be- 
cause it has been reached through willing- 
ness to compromise, affection, and under- 
standing? Then start the movement today. 
Talk to your friends about it, bring in your 
teacher or Scout leader, your mother and 
dad—and ask your friends to do the same. 
You'll be surprised how your little study 
group will take the fear out of attitudes on 
both sides of the fence, as adults and teen- 
agers learn they can really trust one another 
to be reasonable. You will learn again that 
parents aren't old-fashioned ogres, but ¢0- 
operative individuals who do speak a lan- 
guage you can understand. You'll enjoy talk- 
ing it over! THE END 





APRIL 
by FRANCES FROST 


April is a small girl climbing 

with blowing sun-gold hair 

up the young green hill to lift her head 
into the soft blue air. 


April is a smail boy running 
rumpled, drenched and gay, 
to climb the rainy apple trees 
and whistle loud for May. 
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FREE! 


NEW BOOKLET OF 
DECORATING TIPS 


rents 
ome, 


10mMe 
uoUs. 
uests 
1 not 


high 
tand- 
lass- “How to Havea Prettier Room” 
shows you how to fix up your 
room with lots of clever ideas 
instead of lots of money. It’s a 
colorful 16-page booklet with 
plans for 4 entirely different 
kinds of rooms and a dozen 
decorating tips for each. And— 
since a smart girl plans her room 
according to her personality— 
there’s a quick quiz to help you 
decide just what your personal- 
ity really is. 


To get your copy, write to Consumer 
Education Department AG 44. 


JOHNSON’S WAX 


Racine, Wisconsin 


Be sure to send your name and address 
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AN IMPORTANT LINK in our chain of 

International Friendship is the troops 
formed by Girl Scouts of the United States 
living in foreign lands. There are now more 
than five hundred such troops in thirty-six dif- 
ferent countries, all enjoying the fun and ac- 
tivities of Girl Scouting. 

Here is an interesting letter from the secre- 
tary of Troop 1 in Baghdad, Iraq: “On a rainy 
night in February, 1953, a small group of girls 
organized the first American Girl Scout troop 
in Iraq. Since then we have grown rapidly 
and accomplished quite a few things. Our 
troop now has a membership of twenty 
American, English, and Iraqui girls. We hold 
weekly meetings at the home of our leader 
and have managed to do 
some things we would 
never have thought pos- 
sible. 

“We have held three 
investitures so far. The 
most recent, held on Jan- 
uary 1, 1954, included a 
court of awards, a play, 
and several skits and 
dances performed by the 
troop. 

“The usual Scout ac- 
tivities, like overnight 
hikes and camp-outs, run 
into some obstacles in 
Iraq, but we have ‘in- 
vented’ our own to take 
their places, such as the 
boat ride we took. What 
other Girl Scout troop 
has taken a motor launch 
down the Tigris River 
and seen the sun set over 
the mosques in Baghdad? 
We invited the Boy 
Scout troop and made a 
party of it, stopped for 
a picnic and roasted 
marshmallows. A whop- 
ping big dust storm was 
thrown in for variety on 
the way home. We have 
taken two all-day hikes to points around 
Baghdad, and one grand week-end excursion 
to Hindivah Barrage, about forty miles from 
Baghdad. 

“We also gave a County Fair, and invited 
friends from all over Baghdad. The highlight 
of the evening was ‘Pyramus and Thisbe,’ 
from ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream,’ presented 
by the troop. The treasury was increased by 
a good many dinars that night, and no one 
can say we didn’t earn them. 

“Our activities aren’t all play, though. We 
have done serious work, too. For six weeks 
we studied first aid, and all passed our tests 
with flying colors. We spent four months 
working on the Good Grooming, Clothing, 
and Hostess badges. I am sure our manners 
and appearance improved enough to say that 
it was worth while. 

“Some of the original members of our troop 
have left already, and many of us will be 
separating in a short time. But we all hope 
that the troop we have started will continue 
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for a long time to give other girls all the fun 
it has given us.” 


E> A NEWSPAPER can be a wonderful 
troop activity. Many different skills are 
combined in its production. It is an excellent 
way of letting parents and the public know 
what Girl Scouts are doing. It can be a com- 
plete record of troop activities. 

The girls of Troop 8 in Athens, Ohio, started 
their newspaper, “The Troop Newszite,” to 
give parents a firsthand account of the troop’s 
plans and activities. The paper represents the 
varied talents of the girls: the writing ability 
of one; the artistic talent of another; the typ- 
ing skill of another; the different abilities of 





After the hayride, Decatur, Illinois, Seniors and their guests have a songfest 


the girls in the troop were all called upon. 

The paper has received much praise from 
the adults in the community, and the girls 
are proud of “The Newszite” as it grows big- 
ger and better with each issue. 

The troop paper put out by Troop 41 of 
the Jane Addams Junior High School in Royal 
Oak, Michigan, was a very popular activity. 
So the leader suggested to a leaders’ meeting 
that the other troops in the school join with 
her girls to publish a paper for all the Girl 
Scouts at the school. It was agreed that repre- 
sentatives of troops which were interested 
should meet in a preliminary planning session. 

The Scouts were enthusiastic, and girls 


from Troops 26, 34, 41, 67, and 120 were 


soon at work, under the guidance of leaders 
and a Senior Program Aide who was a mem- 
ber of the staff of her high school paper. At 
their first meeting the basic rules for writing 
news stories were discussed; editors were 
chosen; and the contents of the first issue were 
planned. The Program Aide helped with sug- 
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gestions and advice, but decisions were made 
by the girls themselves. Some agreed to write 
news stories based on troop activities and to 
bring them to the next meeting for discussion 
and comment. Aspirants for the job of art edi- 
tor agreed to bring in cover-design sketches. 

At the next meeting the news stories were 
read to the whole group, and the writers made 
notes of the suggestions and criticisms, for 
rewrites which would be submitted at a third 
meeting. A cover design was chosen by the 
group, and a name was selected, for the pa- 
per. At this meeting, also, the girls learned 
proofreaders’ marks, using the new Girl Scout 
Handbook, and were taught how to correct 
their copy. At a third meeting the layout for 
the first issue was de- 
cided upon; carefully 
corrected and edited 
copy was turned in; and 
then the first issue of 
“The Jane Addams Scout 
News” was typed on dit- 
to and run off. 

The girls were taken 
on a tour of one of the 
local newspaper plants 
and learned many things 
which were of help to 
them. It was exciting to 
watch the big presses in 
operation, to discover 
how many things go into 
the making of a daily 
paper. 

All of the girls have 
fulfilled some of the re- 
quirements of the Jour- 
nalist badge, and they 
expect to meet all of the 
requirements for this 
badge as they work on 
the other issues of their 
paper. 

One of the most popu- 
lar activities of Troop 
41, which originated the 
idea of the school Scout 
paper, is aviation. With 
their badge consultant, who is a licensed pilot, 
they have visited the Bertz Airport, where they 
were taught the functions of the different parts 
of various types of planes, and watched take- 
offs and landings. They also visited the Willow 
Run Airport near Ypsilanti, where they had 
air-traffic regulations explained to them, and 
were taken through a giant Stratocruiser. 

The girls hope to complete the require- 
ments for the Aviation badge this spring. 
They have become so interested in this ac- 
tivity that they are considering becoming 
Wing Scouts when they are old enough. 


Pfile Photo 


A HAY RIDE WITHOUT HORSES? Yes, 

and Senior Scout Troop 1 of Decatur, 
Illinois, and their boy guests found it just as 
much fun as the traditional kind of ride. The 
whole party drove out in cars to a farm 0 
by the troop leader. Here they fortified them- 
selves before starting on their ride with ham- 
burgers, fried potatoes, doughnuts, cokes, 
cocoa. Then they all climbed into two hay 
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racks which were pulled by modern-day trac- 
tors, and settled down comfortably in the 
piles of straw. 

It was fun to ride, singing, along the coun- 
try roads, where farmers’ dogs raced to the 
fences to bark a noisy greeting. The air was 
cold and crisp. There were plenty of extra 
blankets, but by the time they returned to the 
farm, all were ready for more hot cocoa and 
for a pleasant session around the piano. 

This hay ride was the troop’s first party, and 
everyone voted it a success. 


MARINERS of Troop 102 in Kansas City, 

Missouri, find that living in an inland 
State is not an insurmountable handicap to 
their activities. A troop of Sea Scouts has a fine 
“land ship” which the girls use, and Mariners 
and Sea Scouts have carried out several joint 
activities. At a large Naval base a few miles 
away they have the use of the swimming pool 
and classroom machinery. Instructors from 
the Naval Reserve Headquarters have taught 
the Mariners signaling, as well as some tradi- 
tional Navy slang! At the established camp 
of the Kansas City Girl Scouts the Mariners 
have gone on camping trips in canoes. 

It isn’t easy to meet Midshipmite require- 
ments on dry land. So Troop 102 was proud 
of its first Bridge of Honor at which four girls 
received their Midshipmite rating, and every 
girl was presented with a five-year pin. Sea 
Scouts and parents were guests and the Mari- 
ners were delighted when they declared that 
everything had been carried out “shipshape 
and Bristol fashion.” 


(>) From PENNSYLVANIA we have news 
of some fine community-service activi- 
ties. Seniors of Troop 314 in Carlisle—most of 
whom are Curved Bar Scouts—made Civil De- 
fense their major project. The girls took in- 
structions in first aid and home nursing; in 
fingerprinting; compass reading; the proper 
operation of different types of fire extinguish- 
ers. When an air raid and blackout were 
staged in their community, the Seniors acted 
as messengers and first-aid helpers. On Satur- 
days the girls take their turns as volunteers in 
the Ground Observer Corps, spotting aircraft. 
Every girl has completed the required service 
which entitles her to wear a pair of Ground 
Observer Corps wings. 

After much discussion and deliberation, 
the girls of Troop 2 in Hazleton decided that 
their community-service project would be 
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Sea Scouts join 
Mariners in the first 
Bridge of Honor of 
Mariner Troop 102, 
Kansas City, Mo. 


making an afghan for a children’s home. The 
wool was bought with funds which the troop 
raised by selling stationery. The owner of the 
store at which they purchased the wool as- 
signed an instructor to help the girls, and 
they spent many hours working in the shop. 
Girl Scout colors were chosen, and the afghan 
was made of green squares with yellow bor- 
ders. When it was finished, the colorful afghan 
was displayed in the store window, where it 
attracted much attention. 

Calling at the children’s home to present 
the afghan gave the Scouts an opportunity 
to become acquainted with girls of their own 
age there. As a result, Troop 2 invited the 
other girls to a party, and they had a wonder- 
ful time together. 

Variety is the spice of community-service 
for Troop 80 in Minersville. They have done 
much community service as they worked on 
the My Community, My Troop, and Junior 
Citizen badges. To meet the requirements 
that they do something to improve their com- 
munity, the girls helped to plant trees around 
the community swimming pool, which had 
been built by public subscription. They have 
worked with the Red Cross and local organi- 
zations, and have helped with the work of 
the community Youth Center. 

We were especially pleased to learn that 


An artist shows his 
paintings to Brownie 
visitors from Eaton- 
town, New Jersey, 
with one of the girls 
as his interpreter 





they have subscribed to THE AMERICAN GIRL 
and Tue Gra Scout Leaner for their public 
library. The volunteer librarian serves as a 
program consultant for the Girl Scouts, so 
Troop 80 decided to start a Girl Scout shelf 
in the library by purchasing a copy of the 
new Girl Scout Handbook. 

Pennsylvania surely merits a Girl Scout 
salute! 


A WARM AND DELIGHTFUL friendship 

has grown up between Brownies of 
Troop 148 in Eatontown, New Jersey, and a 
seventy-three-year-old artist living in a near- 
by town. The artist, a German count whose 
work was once well-known abroad, came to 
this country from Germany last year as a dis- 
placed person, and lives alone in a small 
apartment. The Brownies became acquainted 
with him through one of the mothers, and 
were invited to visit him. 

One of the Brownies, a little German girl 
who also recently came to this country, acted 
as interpreter. The artist showed the girls 
his paintings and other treasures, and he en- 
joys their visits as much as they do. At Christ- 
mastime the Brownies surprised their friend 
by bringing and trimming a Christmas tree, 
singing carols for him, and presenting him 
with simple gifts. THE END 





ATTENTION PLEASE! 


Girl Scouts make the news in this depart- 
ment. It is for you—about you—by you. Your 
good times, your community service; your 
outdoor, homemaking, international friend- 
ship and other activities are all of interest 
te Girl Scouts and Girl Guides everywhere. 

Why not tell others in “All Over the Map” 
what your Girl Scout group is doing? Send 
pictures, too, if you have them. These should 
be clear black-and-white prints in good 
focus, 4" x 5” or larger, which show Girl 
Scouts engaged in some interesting activity. 

When photographing girls in uniform take 
a minute, before the shutter clicks, to make 
sure they are wearing it well: that ties are 
correctly tied; waistlines trim; hems even; 
hose and shoes neat. When Seniors are in 
a picture, have in mind that when Seniors 
have earned the SSS emblem, this should 
replace badge sashes. The emblem and 
sashes are not worn together. 
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Mardi, the mascot, got a role 
—well paid in mice and milk 





NYTHING CAN HAPPEN when you are 
A cast in a Girl Scout movie! You might 
have to learn to do the hula... be al- 
lowed to break balloons in school and not get 
called down for it . . . try to play a trombone 
for the first (and probably only) time in your 
life... find a perfectly good telephone in work- 
ing order under a rock en an island in Long 
Island Sound . . . get fleas from holding a 
kitten between scenes . . . try to teach a cam- 
eraman how to eat Chinese food with chop- 
sticks . . . watch basketball all day . . . meet 
some interesting boys—and date them after- 
ward . . . or go hungry because the cooks 
in a cook-out scene eat most of the ham- 
burgers, ants and all. 

These are only a few of the amazing things 
that actually happened to Ellen, Pat, Polly, 
Louisa, Anne, Judy, and Sharon (the movie 
names of some of the Senior Scouts from dif- 
ferent troops in the Bronx in New York City) 
while they were acting the parts of members 
of “Troop Five” in the newest Girl Scout 
movie, “Lighted Windows.” 


In the film story, Girl Scouts lose 
their meeting places when the schools of their 
town are closed after hours for lack of funds. 
Figuring that Scouts are not the only ones af- 
fected, they start a survey that reveals how 
much the schools are needed for recreation. 
Some of the boys get interested and offer to 
help. When the Seniors show the facts they 
have gathered to their adviser, she is able to 
enlist the support of adults in getting the 
schoolhouses lighted up again. The girls see 
their idea grow into something important to 
the whole community. Besides getting to know 
their town better, they have fun, and find that 
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This scene from the Girl Scout movie shows Scouts explaining 
on television why school space is needed for recreation 


as a result of the project they have grown 
closer together through their activities as a 
troop. 

The “real” Senior Scouts who played parts 
in the movie agree that, in addition to the 
thrill of finding out something about how 
films are made, the unexpected and fantastic 
things they went through made the whole 
experience even more exciting. As one of them 
said last August, while the picture was being 
shot in the Parkchester section of New York, 
“Just imagine! In Hollywood, people get paid 
for doing this!” 

In spite of the fun, however, not one of the 
girls yearns to be a movie star, although Mar- 
tha Finklestein, who plays Sharon, is inter- 
ested in dramatics. But even Martha has no 
designs on Hollywood. She intends to become 
an interpreter, preferably with the United 
Nations. 

The girls have a wide variety of interests 
and are aiming for all kinds of careers. Judy 
Koslow (Polly in the film) likes boys, skating, 
Spanish, and math, reads Dreiser and Pearl 
Buck. She has had a few dates with one of 
the boys she met during the filming of “Light- 
ed Windows” but says it’s nothing serious. 

Several of the girls share an interest in 
basketball, skating, and mathematics. Sharon 
Fried (Ellen) likes to sew and knit and wants 
to be an engineer or a statistician. On the 
other hand, Roberta Waldman, who plays 
Judy, is “no good at math.” She likes music 
and art, swimming and canoeing, and wants 
to become a journalist. Anita Edwards ( Pat, 
to the movie audience) likes anatomy, goes 
in for oratorical contests, is qualifying as a 
civilian defense air-raid warden, and intends 
to be a nurse. And Carolyn Munz ( Ann) plays 





ontessions ofa 


the accordion, salugg (a variation of basket- 
ball) likes algebra, and will become a teacher. 

Twice since the filming ended, the girls 
of “Troop Five” have met at Polly’s house to 
talk over the fun they had. They caught up 
on news of each other and found out that 
Mardi, the kitten which was their mascot and 
gave them fleas, is now living happily ina 
restaurant where she gets a nicely balanced 
diet of mice and milk. 

From August until the movie was released, 
the girls speculated nervously about how they 
would look on celluloid. Would the camera 
magnify? Were they photogenic? Would 
Sharon really match the door so closely that 
she couldn’t be seen as Mike the cameraman 
feared? Pat worried about her hula. Polly 
wondered if the cast in the television scene 
looked cross-eyed when they tried to face the 
right camera. Everyone hoped they wouldnt 
look as hot as they felt when they workel 
under the big spotlights in the bedroom scene. 
That day, when they were supposed to look 
cool and carefree, the mercury hit ninety 
degrees! Maybe they'd better wait and se 
themselves before recommending the picture 
to their friends. 








All the girls could hardly wait to see what 
Bill Resnick, the director, would look like in 
the lady’s coat he put on for the big rally 
scene. Everybody but the cameraman g0 
into the act that day, and to swell the cro 
people were even pulled in off the street 
told to act like an audience. 


Their worries are over now aa 
they can sit back, watch themselves on 
screen and laugh at their former quail 
Since its premiere in January, “Lighted Wit 
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Movie bast 


by MARTHA DAVIS COE 







When an “all-star” Girl Scout cast walks before 


the klieg lights—that spells adventure! 





dows” is showing delighted audiences all over 
the country what can happen when Senior Girl 
Scouts get their teeth into an exciting idea. 

When the girls saw the movie for the first 
time they found out that everyone came off 
very well. Sharon didn’t match the door too 
well. She’s perfectly visible after all. There 
were plenty of balloons in the square-dance 
scene in spite of all that popped. The base- 
ment “jam session” is a wonderful scene, and 
they all look quite glamorous in Judy's bed- 
room. Of course, nobody would recognize 
director Bill Resnick in the woman’s coat, 
but he does make a handsome newspaper re- 
porter in another scene. 

The way the story unfolded so smoothly 
fascinated the girls. Movies are never shot in 
actual sequence, so that until the final version 
unrolled, the girls had thought of “Lighted 
Windows” as fragmentary scenes in no logical 
order. Now, for the first time, they saw that 
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The opening scene of 
the movie shows the 
Senior Scouts in the 
school meeting room, 
getting ready for a 
big troop event —a 
square dance — with 
boys as their guests 


This basement jam 
session —a high spot 
in the movie—breaks 
up because a ton of 
coal arrives, showing 
how very much school 
space is required for 
good youth activities 


it made sense and told a good story. 

They felt something like mild shock as their 
own images loomed up on the screen doing 
things they didn’t even remember. And they 
were amazed at how weeks of work before 
the cameras were condensed into twenty min- 
utes of story on the screen. 

As they watched the film, they suddenly 
began to realize that their own experience 
while making the picture was very much akin 
to what happened to the Senior Scouts in 
the film. They, too, have made new friends, 
worked with a lot of people on something 
worthwhile, and learned how to adjust good- 
naturedly to unusual—and even unpleasant— 
circumstances. They, like the girls in the pic- 
tured troop, now know the glow of pride in 
good teamwork, the fun of shared experiences, 
and all of them cherish the fellowship that 
has grown out of working hard together and 

(Continued on page 48) 











@ Special Occasion 


@ Going-Away @ Graduation 
Here's the perfect solution to your gift problems. 


@ Pen Pal 
Give her a subscription to 


“AMERICAN GIRL 


FOR ALL GIRLS— PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY THE GIRL SCOUTS OF U.S. A. 


First in Fiction, Fashion, Food and Fun 


Birthday 
Friendsh 
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CROSSWORD PUZZLE 


by DR. HARRY LANGMAN 



































































































































For solution, turn to page 58 
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finding the results of that effort so very good. 

As the last frame faded and the lights came 
on in the darkened projection room, the final 
words of the narrator echoed in their ears: “It 
wasn't so much the project! That had only 
opened the door to so many other interests we 
could share. It is all the fun we'll be having 
now that we’ve found out what Senior Scout- 
ing can mean.” 

They sat quiet for a moment, thinking that 
the voice on the sound track speaking for the 
members of “Troop Five” was also speak- 
ing for them. Making “Lighted Windows” 
had been their project and, in a little dif. 
ferent way, through a different kind of ex- 
perience, they too had had fun, found satis- 
faction in a job well done, and come out of it 
better Scouts. 

And right then, they knew that “Lighted 
Windows” isn’t just a “story.” If it came true 
for them, the same kind of experience can 
happen to all Senior Scouts—no matter where 
they live. After all, it’s really up to the girls 
—o to make it come true in their own 
ives. 

And so, not one of the girls disagreed when 
Sharon, with shining eyes, breathed deep and 
said, “It’s all beyond our wildest dreams.” 

THE END 








“Lighted Windows” 
The Story of A Senior Scout Troop 


A new 20-minute, 16-mm film 


Produced by 
The Girl Scouts of the USA 


Ask your council to buy or rent 
this exciting new movie. Your 
troop, your school, your family, 
and friends will want to see it. 


Order from 
Girl Scout Visual Aids Service 
155 East 44th Street 
New York 17, N. Y. 














USE TKIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER 
AMERICAN GIRL PATTERNS 
on page 23 
Check pattern number and size and enclose 
correct amount (30¢ in coin) for each pattern. 


FEATURED ON PAGE 23 
4758—Dress with Jacket 
Sizes [] 10 (F] 12 (J 14 [) 16 
4778—Dress with V Neckline 
SzwsQ1NO305017 
9015—Four-Piece Sports Wardrobe 
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each pattern ordered (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) 
and state size. We pay postage. 
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“To Balance the Seale...”’ 
(Continued from page 11) 


think that I can take pictures for you just any 
time? I have taken pictures of some of the 
most famous people in the world! Queens, 
kings, movie stars, gangsters—all have come 
to Peter Sparks to be photographed. And on 
time, mind you! This is the first time I have 
ever been stood up—” 

“Oh,” exclaimed Jill sympathetically, “I 
know how you feel! I do wish I could be of 
help!” 

“Somebody had better be of help,” said the 
photographer warningly. “I cannot wait in- 
definitely!” 

“Why not a picture of merit?” suggested 
the chief. “The Ideal Wave—in a perfect pic- 
ture—” He bowed toward the desk. 

The Ideal Wave pushed back her chair ab- 
ruptly. Jill noticed with surprise she was no 
taller than Jill herself. 

“Let’s see,” her Wave was saying reflective- 
ly, “you are a size—twelve?” 

Jill gulped audibly. “That’s right!” 

“Naturally!” murmured the chief reprov- 
ingly. 

The Wave gave no indication that she had 
heard his comment, but her cheeks became a 
little pinker; her eyes, a little brighter. “The 
model was a size thirteen—certainly that won't 
make a noticeable difference. What do you 
think, Mr. Sparks? Her coloring isn’t the same 
as the model who was to have posed but, 
really, I believe she will be even better. Her 
red hair is the right length, fortunately, and 
it will look just lovely under the Wave blue 
hat! Mr. Sparks, you'll have your model in five 
minutes!” 

“Good! Then I'll get things ready.” He 
popped out of the office at top speed. 

The Wave smiled appealingly at Jill. “I 
wonder, Miss—?” 

“Spencer,” said Jill faintly. 

“Of course, Miss Spencer! As I said, we 
can't accept your enlistment just now. But 
you could be of great service to me, and to the 
Waves as a unit. There wouldn’t be any re- 
muneration, I’m sorry to say, but if you could 
spare a little time—?” 

“Oh, of course! If I could help in any way!” 

“We're working on some public relations 
material. We want more people to know what 
a Wave is—what she does—and we want a pic- 
ture to use on the cover of our booklet. I won- 
der—would it be asking too much if I asked 
you to pose for our cover girl?” 

“Me?” croaked Jill, “Me? You mean—really 
me?” 

“I've a complete outfit here.” With a sleight- 
of-hand movement, she produced a. cleaner’s 
bag. “Hat, bag, everything. Fortunately you’re 
wearing black pumps. The photographer is on 
the top floor, so you won't have to run all over 
town! You take these things up with you and 
change at the studio.” 

“In uniform—won’t I be violating some- 
thing?” 

“Oh, no.” The beautiful Wave smiled. 
“You'll be a model, filling an assignment. 
Everything is quite all right about that! If you 
feel a little nervous about going up alone, I’m 
~ that Petty Officer Walker, here, will be 

ad” 

“T’ve an appointment at the Medical Center 
in half an hour,” said Petty Officer Walker re- 
gretfully. “But as I came in, I saw a Navy man 

I know in the drugstore. He’s probably still 

ere—” 
tte was back in less than sixty seconds. 

Here he is — Anthony D’Anno, U.S.N. The 
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For a good Spring tonic, try — 
(] Sulphur and molasses [_] Shreds and patches 
Has Spring turned the gang into social 
sluggards? Get ’em stirring—on a Hobo 
Hike. Boys to be rigged in old, beat-up 
togs; girls in jeans ’n’ jackets with gay, 
sewn-on patches. Bring a kettle. Have 
everyone tote a can of eats, for stew; then 
use the emptied tins instead of plates. It’s 
fun! And instead of being a mope-at-home 
on trying days—choose Kotex. See how 
comfortable you can be with this softness 
that holds its shape! 





Should you use an antiperspirant — 
() Before bathing () Instead of bathing 
(] like a bunny 
If underarm moisture baffles you, do you 
use an antiperspirant properly ? After bath- 
ing, towel your armpits pronto. Then apply 
the dryer-upper quick like a bunny —to 
close your pore “‘doors”’ before perspira- 
tion starts! But in sanitary protection, 
absorbency is what you need — and get 
(non-fail!) with Kotex. Those special flat 
pressed ends prevent revealing outlines. 














Which would improve this duet? 

() Clothes harmony [7] A harp (] Ear muffs 
Vocally, these hopefuls may rate. But to style- 
sharp eyes, her outfit’s off key. What’s wrong 
with that newsworthy print? Nothing—if she'd 
worn an ‘‘unbusy’’ hat! Follow the single 
feature plan, costume-wise. Just as in buying 
Kotex you select the one size that does most 
for you: Regular, Junior or Super. 


oO 





More women choose KOTEX® 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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Have you tried new Delsey* toilet tissue — the only one that’s 
fine and firm and soft—like Kleenex* tissues? Each tissue 
tears off evenly—no shredding, no waste. And Delsey’s 
double-ply for extra strength. Don’t you think your family 
deserves this new, finer tissue? Ask for Delsey at your 


favorite store. If not on hand, have them order it for you, 
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For Light ac » Feather Riding 
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AMERICAN 
LIGHTWEIGHT 


Here's the Carlisle Light- 
weight to fit American rims. 
Built to wear long and 
ride easily. 


FOREIGN LIGHTWEIGHT 


A running mate to fit Foreign rims Same rugged 


You can get FREE a beau- construction and good looks. A real bike tire. 


tiful red and white felt Brand new — 36 pages to tell you 
emblem for your jacket how to have more Fun With 
shoulder or for the front Your Bike. It's FREE. Tells you 
of your sweater. The new how to form a Carlisle Bike 
1954 Fun With Your Bike Club and how to get the 
Book tells you how. FREE emblems. 


FOR FREE 1954 FUN WITH YOUR BIKE BOOK / 
WRITE TO CYCLE TIRE DEPARTMENT — AG 


CARLISLE TIRE & RUBBER DIVISION 


CARLISLE, PENNSYLVANIA 
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of your Graduation portrait 


20 


FROM THE ORIGINATOR OF WALLET PHOTOS 


That's right ... TWENTY wallet size 
copies of your graduation picture 
ideal for giving friends, relatives 
and classmates or attaching to your 
college applications. Made on finest 
silk-finish, double weight paper for 
permanence and beauty. 
Send ONE DOLLAR with your 
finished graduation picture or 
glossy print of any size. Your 
original will be returned un- 
harmed with order in a very few 
days. Minimum order: 20 pic- 
tures from one pose. Sastis- 
faction guaranteed or your 
money back, 
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situation has been explained. Sailor, proceed,” 

Before she could blink, Jill found herself 
out in the corridor with an escort in Navy 
blue. They went up to the photographer’s in 
an elevator that seemed to hurtle through 
space. It must be the elevator, thought Jill, 
feeling butterflies in her interior; what else 
could it be? 

“You'll wait for me, won't you?” she begged 
the sailor. “I have to change and all—You'l 
wait and take me back to the office, won't 

ou?” 

“Silly child!” chortled the sailor. “What 
else would I do?” 

When she returned, dressed in her bor- 
rowed plumage, her escort eyed her critically, 
“Wow!” he approved, “Waves and more 
Waves—long may they wave, I always say!” 

Jill giggled nervously. “Do I really look 
like a Wave?” 

“You look like a Wave ought to look. .., 
Just right.” 

“Not like the Wave in the office, though,” 
said Jill wistfully. 

“Nope,” replied her escort briefly, “even 
better.” 

That comment so startled Jill that she 
couldn’t think of another thing to say. She 
sat in silence, waiting for the photographer 
to call her. When he did call her, it was not 
for her sitting! 

“As I tried to tell you Waves,” he said, 
waving his hands excitedly, “time to me is 
money. I do not like to have my appoint- 
ments delayed and put in confusion. Behold 
what has happened! The next appointment 
is here to claim the time that is rightfully hers! 
I have, fortunately, a cancellation for the 
following hour. Therefore I suggest that you 
wait until that time. Then I shall be able to 
concentrate upon my work. I am not a mere 
taker of pictures, young lady. I am an artist. 
You shall see for yourself! You may go, but 
be back within the hour. . . . Yes, it is better 
if you go—nothing disturbs one client so much 
as another client standing by! When your 
turn comes, I shall be able to give you my 
undivided attention.” He vanished among his 
darkrooms without waiting for an answer. 


Well, shipmate,” her escort took her 
elbow and guided her toward the elevator, 
“what say we make a fast tour of a Navy Re- 
cruiting Station?” 

“Oh, I can't,” 
uniform and all!” 

“In the Navy, there is no ‘I can't,” he 
announced firmly. “The Navy has only one 
answer. It is “Yes, Sir.’” 

“Well, it isn’t as if we'd be going out on 
the street, ” Jill conceded weakly. “And cer- 
tainly it can’t hurt anything if we stay in the 
building.” | 


said Jill quickly, “in this 


Which only goes to show how little humans 
know of how much fate can accomplish in 4 
short time! 

Jill realized this a few moments later when 
Stan sauntered down the corridor tow 
them on the street floor of the big office build- 





ing. He glanced carelessly at the pair in un 
form and looked away; then did a quick, uw 
believi ing double-take and rushed up to them. 

“Till!” he gasped. “You didn’t! You couldn't 
What will your mother say? Jill, you can \ od 

jill glanced prayerfully at her escort. 
the Navy,” she said firmly, “we have no 1 
can't.’ " 

“But you can't be in the Navy,” argued 

Stan wildly, “you aren’t old enough!” 

Jill could feel her face turning a hot scarlet 
Look, fella,” her escort stepped into the 

“up anchor and away from here. 
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can't have you annoying Navy personnel. The 
Navy looks after its own.” 

Stan wilted under his menacing look but 
stood his ground stubbornly. “I'll tell her 
mother,” he threatened grimly. “We'll see 
who looks after its own.” 

“That’s as may be,” said the sailor senten- 
tiously. “That’s between her mother—if you 
say so—and the Admiral. Me—I’m under or- 
ders to escort this Wave back to her office. 
And what a seaman is ordered to do—he does!” 

Bless you, sailor! Jill thought in profound 
gratitude, and bless the Navy! 

“Her office?” yelped Stan. “Her office? You 
mean she—?” 

“The Navy,” said Seaman D’Anno curtly, 
“recognizes ability.” He turned toward Jill. 
“Maybe we'd better get back to the office 
and tie some knots.” 

To walk away and leave Stan speechless 
was too good to be true! Mentally, Jill laughed 
jubilantly. Later, standing in front of the stu- 
dio door, she said in a small voice, “I'll never 
forget what you did for me!” 

“Right you are about that,” agreed her 
sailor, “I'll see to that. Now, let’s see if our 
friend is ready for us.” 


For the first time in her life, Jill 
found a visit to the photographer’s a pleasant 
experience. Secure in the knowledge that she 
was correct in every detail—her sailor saw to it 
that every button of her jacket was properly 
fastened, and he personally placed the Wave 
hat at the proper angle—she smiled happily 
through any number of left-profile, right-pro- 
file, and full-face shots. Then, as a glorious 
climax, the photographer seated Jill and her 
escort shoulder to shoulder, and shot them 
against a backdrop of full moon over a smil- 
ing sea! 

“That’s all,” he said briskly. “The proofs 
will be in your office tomorrow afternoon. I 
trust you will be pleased.” 

“Tomorrow afternoon,” said the sailor as 
they sauntered down the corridor, “I'll get 
some prints of those pictures and deliver 
them personally to your very door. Okay? 
Where is that door?” 

“Tl write it down,” Jill promised. “Do you 
really think you can get some of those pictures 
for me?” 

“In the Navy, there is no ‘I can’t,” 
minded her. 

At the office door, he stopped short, then 
backed away. “Sh! Chief Walker—” 

“Had to go to the medical center,” whis- 
pered Jill. 

“Made a quick recovery,” said the sailor 
smoothly, “and has returned to active duty. 
And I mean active! He has broken through 
the Wave barrier. Miss All-Work-and-No- 
Play is definitely softening! Walker has been 
trying to date her for months, but she seemed 
to be just an office machine. We’ve been pull- 
ing for him but betting against him, if you 
know what I mean. Look at her! And we 
thought he couldn’t do it!” 

Jili risked a quick peek. “He was true to 
his Navy training,’ ” she whispered. “We have 
no ‘T can’t’— 

“Wait a minute. Don’t go in just yet. Do I 
get to deliver those pictures?” 

“You certainly do,” answered Jill happily, 

“I want the evidence to show Stan Rogers 
what a career I might have had—if he hadn’t 
tuined everything. If you only knew how 
Many times he has made fun of me.. .” 

“He’s going to tumble to this, though,” her 
sailor warned. “He’s bound to remember that 
you couldn’t have by-passed basic training so 
completely. When he does—?” 
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up externally caused 
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“When he does!” gloated Jill. “Oh, when 
he does! Then he’s going to be very glad to 
keep still! He’s so very fond of telling me that 
I never stop to think; that I fall for anything, 
Stan should have known that I couldn't be 
what I seemed. But he swallowed the story— 
hook, line, and sinker! When Mr. Know-It-All 
Rogers comes to and tries to humiliate me, 
I'll threaten to tell everybody how he fell for 
a Wave publicity campaign poster. And J] 
remind him that I have a witness. So, if he 
tells, I'll tell!” 

“A touch of blackmail?” 

“Oh, now,” said Jill, “it’s just what Stan 
himself calls ‘balancing the scale.’ If you lack 
one thing, you’ve got to make up for it with 
something else. Understand? At last, I’ve got 
something to balance the scale where he is 
concerned! With a witness on hand—Can |] 
count on you?” 

“On hand—and underfoot,” agreed her sail- 
or cheerfully. “We have no ‘I can’t,’ you 


WS 
| ul 


ii , H 


iy | | 

HM | 

i 
dancing in step with him. Don’t look their way. 
Smile at your partner. 

The football game had really been exciting, 
the band had been extra good. Forget how the 
breath caught in your throat as he had marched 
by; how blue the uniform made his . . . Stop! 
You have no claim over him. He was free to 
do as he wished. But why didn’t he give you 
just a little hint? 

Oh, how I hate him! No, correction—how ! 
wish I could hate him. Yet, try as I might! 
can feel nothing but hurt. Deep hurt that longs 
for privacy to pour itself into tears, not this 
crowded, gay dance floor filled with its couples 
dancing close. As you danced he had gone by, 
and you hadn’t looked into the gay laughing 
eyes of the boy you once knew, but the direct 
gaze of a stranger. 

Why must your friends look at you with such 
sympathy! Does the hurt show that much? It 
must be that they just know how they'd feel 
Sure wish they would just forget; as you will 
spend the next week, month, or perhaps evel 
year forgetting. 

No, Karen wasn’t going into a hermitage. Of 
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course she’d like others, but you don’t often 
like someone this much. A boy gets more recog- 
nition than a girl. Someone had said everyone 
knew who she was because Bob had liked her. 
Wonder what he will do with the strange gal- 
lery of my pictures he had gathered? How awful 
was the thought of facing all her classmates the 
next school day, the strain of not letting it show. 
He’s dancing with that same girl again! Oh, 
why doesn’t this awful evening end!!! 
ROSEMARY McGUIRK (age 15) Sioux City, lowa 
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Poetry Award 


From high gray walls, that soar above a town 
Bedecked with flags and many tartans gay, 
The Royal Mile to Holyrood winds down 

And nods to Princess Street across the way. 


The ghost of Hamlet’s father prowls around 

While Bruce and Wallace guard the grand 
Tatoo, 

And Eliot’s thoughts are said to be profound— 

Vienna sends distinctive music, too. 


Renoir has brought deep color from afar 

While from the West the ballet lends its grace, 
{nd Moliére enchants us with “l’Avare” 

And singing puppets even find a place. 


For music, art, and drama, men agree, 
Have over all the world—a unity. 
MARY P. BELLAMY (age 16) London, England 


HER BIG CHANCE 


Fiction Award 


The dreary, gray afternoon had no visible 
eflects on Helen as she tried to keep herself 
from running home from school too eagerly. 
After all, she kept telling herself, he won’t be 
there for quite a while. Mother asked him for 
3:30, and he will probably be fashionably late. 
But something more than the little gusts of 
chill wind pushed and tugged her toward home 
faster and faster. 


It wasn’t as though any ordinary person were 
coming ... Oh, no! Dick Markman was hardly 
what you’d call ordinary. He was a big name 
around town. The “one-in-a-million” boy who 
goes on to the State University and makes first- 
string quarterback in his sophomore year, not 
to mention a fraternity pledge and an honor-roll 
average. He was one of those handsome brutes, 
six feet three inches tall with laughing brown 
eyes and curly black hair—the kind you want to 
run your fingers through! 

It was almost a month ago that Dick’s mother 
had been over at Helen’s house with the bridge 
club, and her mother had invited them to come 
for a visit and dinner while Dick was home on 
his Easter vacation. Ever since then, Helen had 
been living in a cloud. So what if she’d never 
gotten along very well at school—Dick Markman 
Was coming to her house—she’d show them! 

Just thinking about him and the coming visit 
was all she needed to be blissfully happy. She 
could remember several times over the last few 
years when he had spoken to her—maybe he was 
interested, maybe she did have a chance with 
him. After all, boys as important as Dick Mark- 
man didn’t speak to just anyone. 

She could see her house now, and it was only 
3:15. That would give her fifteen minutes to pre- 
Pare herself. She raced up the stairs to her 
Toom. She’d bought a new skirt and sweater just 
for this occasion. Blue did things for her. Clean 
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less care. Insist on the safest, 
most modern bike brake built 

. New Departure! 
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boats, dinghies. Write today. Address Old Town Canoe 
Company, 124 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine. 
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ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 


Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 
send your old as well as your new address to 
The American Girl, 155 E. 44th St., N. Y. 17 
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PROOF" that new medication helps 


CLEAR UP PIMPLES! 


Ingredients Long Prescribed By Skin Specialists—Proven Effective 
By Thousands—Girls, boys, adults everywhere credit Wunder-skin 
with helping to clear up pimples .. . relieve embarrassment instantly! 


























THE TRUTH ABOUT “BAD” SKIN—Contrary 
to superstition, pimples are_not caused by 
“bad” blood, are. not a sign of uncleanliness, 
nor are they hereditary. Pimples are the re- 
sult of temporary excess secretions of oil that 
the skin cannot throw off. 


CLEARS PORES—DRIES UP PIMPLES! Grease- 

less Wunder-skin is medically-formulated to 

help free pores of these excess oils . . . dry up 
imples. Contains antiseptic Derma-sep to dis- 

courage bacteria that can cause and spread 

age Wunder-skin ingredients have long 
een prescribed by skin specialists. 


FLESH-COLOR 
To Conceal As It Helps Heal! 


ENDS EMBARRASSMENT! Doctors warn that 
pimples can impair self-confidence and per- 
sonality. Wunder-skin is specially flesh-tinted 
to hide pimples, blemishes, blackheads... 
Blends amazingly well with skin tones. 
Quick-drying, soothing, stainless! 


GUARANTEED to help your skin condition 
or money back. Large tube 59¢. Economy 
size 98¢. At all drug counters. 


WUNDER-SKIN FEELS WONDERFUL! You feel 
its soothing, medicated action—instantly! 
Easy to apply, pleasant to leave on day 
and night = continuous medication. 


*Statements on file from Wunder-skin users 
Another fine PUREPAC product deougheut the country prove its effectiveness. 
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stockings and her best saddles were ready. She'd 
look good—that was sure! 

Maybe after dinner Dick would ask her tp 
go to the new movie at the Palace. Then the 
kids at school would really sit up and take no. 


tice. Maybe he’d hold her hand . . . oh, it was 
really more than she could bear to even think of 
it! 

Quickly she washed her face, combed her 
hair, slipped into her new clothes, and put on 
fresh make-up. She was surprised at her reflec. 
tion in the mirror. It actually glowed! Yes sir, 
blue really did do a lot for her! 

With a start, she realized that the doorbell 
had rung. “The Markmans, they’re here!” she 
thought. 

She could hear her mother greeting them in 
the front hall, “Well, hello there, come on in, 
Where’s Dick?” 

“Oh, he couldn’t make it. He had a date this 
afternoon.” 

MARIE HAKE (age 17) Racine, Wisconsin 


NOVEMBER 


Poetry Award 


Gentle, 
Gray, 
Mist 
Softly falling 
Through 
Lifeless, 
Black branches. . . 
November. 
DOLORES ANN BESTER (age 17) Logan, Ohio 


THE WILD ONES 


Nonfiction Award 


It was dusk and cool. The time when the 
breeze rustles through the long grass. I saddled 
my horse and trotted out to the gate and up on 
my hill. Rocks were piled there for a landmark. 
and sometimes I built a fire of dead sage in the 
shelter of them. The small fire made me think 
of those who had been there before me —the 
Indians, the pioneers. 

I looked over to the three buttes outlined 
against the velvety gray sky and then down to 
the meadows on the far right. There I saw three 
antelope, their dun-colored fur barely discem- 
ible in the deepening twilight. 

The horse dug his hooves into the soft gravel 
as he made his way down to the gate, for it was 
my intention to steal as close as possible to the 
antelope, a mother and two fawns, to get a pit 
ture in my mind of their wild beauty. 

Tightening the horse’s reins, I hunched over 
in the saddle and guided him behind a clump 
bushes. Advancing, I sighted the antelope barely 
twenty yards away. They lifted their heads and 
stood motionless, staring at me with limpi/ 
eyes. 

A shift in the wind carried the human scett 
Suddenly they turned, flashing overgrown pow 
der puffs for tails. They bounded off like rub 
ber balls and vanished over the rise of a hil 
BORISSE PAULIN (age 13) New York, New York 









ART AWARD: 
PATRICIA JUOLA (age 15) Eveleth, Minnesote 
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IS IT SPRING? 
Poetry Award 


Blue is the sky and the white clouds fly 

Merrily across a sunlit sky. 

And the little birds ask “Is it spring, is it 
spring?” 

But the north wind murmurs “Not yet.” 

Ready the buds for a long summer’s bloom 

Ready to give forth their fragrant perfume. 

And the little birds ask “Is it spring, is it 
spring?” 

But the north wind murmurs “Not yet.” 

JOAN FOSTER (age 17) Grand Rapids, Michigan 


MORNING IS A SILVER TIME 


Nonfiction Award 


In the morning, in the gray-blue dawn, faint- 
ly luminous with early light; in the cool, soft 
air of a new day, when the house is dark, you 
arise. On go the lights and the faint morning 
hush and softness of that pre-sunrise moment is 
dispelled. The hues of early morning disappear 
and only blackness is discernible past the cold, 
clear panes of glass. The house is warm but the 
air outside is cold. The house is light, but the 
morning, outside of the little circle of bright- 
ness that has its center in the warmth of a 
kitchen with the unbearably sweet and tantaliz- 
ing fragrances of strong, aromatic coffee and 
crinkly bacon—all the good breakfast smells—is 
dark and foreboding. 

Out of the circle of firelight is the jungle. 
But if the lights go off; if the electric warmth 
of morning is dismissed, then a softer light in- 
vades the morning-dark rooms. It creeps in 
around the Venetian blinds, it sneaks in under 
the doors. Its soft luminosity enchants the com- 
monness of everyday objects and transforms 
them to bewitched things... from a fairy tale 

..it coats everything within its touch with 
liquid silver. For morning is a magic time. 
Morning brings strange thoughts that are not 
in keeping with the golden noontide or the red 
and blue of sunset and twilight. Morning is 
a silver time—a time of hush and solitude. 
Morning allows the fancies of a little child to 
run rampant, like a great flowering vine with 
soft petals upon delicate stalks; these fancies 
are memories, distorted and sweetened by 
sleep; but in the golden light of noon, how 
could these memories exist? For they are not 
thoughts of coherence and pattern, at least not 
as we think of these things. They are wild, 
sweet wanderings of the spirit. We will awaken 
with thoughts of strangeness that do not seem 
strange. Then we look around at the morning, 
refusing to be shut out, and it invades our 
hearts and our souls and we can never forget. 
For morning is a silver time. 

CLAUDIA LINGAFELT (age 14) Hyattsville, Maryland 


HONORABLE MENTION 
ART: Martha Jeppesen (age 13) Brunswich, Maine. 


POETRY: Louise Boland (age 14) Scranton, Pa. 
Julia Helen Volkmar (age 15) Westerville, Ohio. 


FICTION: Mary Eichas (age 16) Hilton, New York. 
Cathy Federer (age 16) Los Angeles, California. 


NONFICTION: Margie Sanders (age 13) Sheboy- 
gan, Wisconsin. Candace Oleson (age 16) Ma- 
delia, Minnesota. 


PHOTOGRAPHY: Dorothy Levine (age 13) Bronx, 
New York. 


Please see page 58 for By You rules 
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And party tips are only one feature of fun-filled 
TEEN-TOPICS. You'll find the latest on popularity, 
beauty tips, smooth manners, wonderful things to 
make and do, in the monthly issues of Judy’s 
TEEN-ToPICS. A whole year’s subscription (twelve 


issues) only 25¢! Send that quarter today! 


Judy's TEEN-TOPICS, Dept. D-27, Dennison, 
Framingham, Massachusetts 


“1 am enclosing 25¢ for a year’s subscription. (12 issues). 
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Use them everywhere. Enclose them with your 
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1 enclose photo or negative which you will return unharmed. 
My money back cir moil if I'm not delighted. 


Addre8s oc ccccccccccccccccccncccccecesesesesesesesecesesesesesesesese 


eer. ere | Pe rerrrrrrrrrrrrr rrr yy 


Photos — division of MAIL-N-SAVE 





eeeeeeeeeeeee 











COVER TURNABOUT DRESS 


Albany, N. Y. _..__.___.W. M. Whitney & Co. 
Altoona, Penna. The Wm. F. Gable Co. 
































Ann Arbor, Mich. Jacob Stores, Inc. 
Bakersfield, Calif. Weill’s 
Baltimore, Md. Stewart & Co. 
Battle Creek, Mich. Jacob Stores, Inc. 
I ONG | snccicctncinnennnsestntionmnasiiel Loveman’s 
Birmingham, Mich. Jacob Stores, Inc. 
Boston, Mass. Jordan Marsh Co. 
ce eee The Higbee Co. 
SNR cctpstastbecsiaiiessincsinitecettesonenonecainnl Crowley's 


East Lansing, Mich. Stores, Inc. 
Elkhart, Ind. _.....___._-..._.__-_-_--_Chas. §. Drake Co. 
Sg. Se ES Gertz 
ee | ¢. Prange Co. 
Grosse Pointe, Mich. _..._____. pore Stores, Inc. 
Jackson, Mich. _Jacob 





Stores, Inc. 





S|, Se 
Raines, DG F. N. Arbaugh Co. 
Los Angeles, Calif. —.....____.. The May Co. 


Muskegon, Mich. 


er Ween, 06. ¥. q.......-...- Stern Bros. 
Ee ee et L. Brandeis & Sons 
Philadelphia, Penna. —...__.____....______.Gimbels 
Paeeeen, Peane. ——______... Kaufmann’s 
S| Ee eee The Outlet Co. 
Richmond, Va. Thalhimer’s 
Rochester, N. Y. McCurdy’s 


Royal Oak, Mich. _ Rel Vogue Shops 
St. Paul, Minn. Schuneman’s, Inc. 
Salt Lake City, Utah Averbach’s 
Sen Francisco, Colif. The Emporium 
Schenectady, N. Y. = Wallace's 
Scranton, Penna. eset __The Globe Store 
a eee Frederick & Nelson 
South Bend, Ind. Robertson's 
, Wash. The Bon Marche 


SS, Serene Dey Bros. & Co. 





s k 











IES ce meee Rhodes 
Tucson, Ariz. —__.. ial ‘s 
Washington, D. C. —.____________.__._.Lansburghs 


PRIZE PURCHASE DRESS, PAGE 19 
Albany, N. Y. —- Little Folks Shop 
Atlanta, Ga. Davison’s 
Bogalusa, La. _ — blum’s 
Champaign, Ill. _ W. Lewis & Co. 

Mandel Bros. 

















Chicago, Ill. _ 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Danville, Ky. — 
eee Belk Leggett Co. 
Dearborn, Mich. _. Richards Boys & Girls Wear 
ecitoesrstjil The Denver Dry Goods Co. 
R. J. Goerke Co. 
_Rosenblum’‘s 

ed Eisenl ‘s 
Baker's Kiddie Corner 
The Wm. H. Block Co. 
Children’s Corner 











Denver, Colo. . 
ol eer 
H d, La. _ 
Hanford, Calif. 
Huntington, W. Ve. initial 
lis, Ind. 
uhenent, N. J. 








a |} 














Lebanon, Penna. Haak Bros. 
SS Coslow’s Youth Center 
Lynn, Mass. ___.. Goddard Bros. 
Mi polis, Minn. Dayton’s 


____........Van‘’s Youth Fashions 
Muncie, Ind. Cinderella Shop 
Nashville, Tenn. Loveman, Berger & Teitlebaum 


Morrison, tll. __ 








Pe Oe a eS L. Bamberger & Co. 
New York, N. Y. Stern Bros. 
Norwood, Ohio _.--____ Steinbergs Clothing, Inc. 
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Hardy-Herpolsheimer’s | 





WHERE TO BUY AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


Owensboro, Ky. Tots & Teens 
Philadelphia, Penna. _._.____ The Blum Store 
Portland, Ore. Meier & Frank Co., Inc 
Poughkeepsie, N. Y.._______Harry’s Youth Toggery 














Rochester, Minn. Dayton’s 
St. Louis, Mo. Famous-Barr Co. 
St. Paul, Minn. Husney’s 
San Diego, Calif. —..._.___. Walker-Scott Company 
San Francisco, Colif. The Emporium 





Maas Bros., Inc. 
H. & R. Collins 


Tampa, Fla. - 
Wellston, Ohio 





APRIL FOOL FASHIONS, PAGES 20-21 
Bobby Teen Dress 











Chicago, Ill. Madi Bros. 
Enfield, N. C. D. A. McPhail 
as oe. Byron’s 
Old Town, Maine _._Cutler’s 
I TI  saisisccttercccntincncens W. A pene & Son 
ER LOT 1. From & Son, Inc. 


[Ct Oe ) oF - Fs 


Abby-Teens Dress 




















Balti e, Md. Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 
meets OS Ta eee Abraham & Straus 
Des Moines, lowa Younkers 
Philadelphia, Penna. Lit Bros. 
Ween © Go The Hecht Co. 
Shirley Lee Dress 
Atlanta, Ga. Davison’s 
Jackson, Miss. K gton’s 
CS ae ae The M. M. Cohn Co. 


Miami, Fla. Burdine’s Inc. 





Ketti Madison Dress 
Little Folks Shop 





Albany, N. Y. 














Mabley & Carew | 
_Mary Eva's | 





When Is an Egg 





an Easter Ege? 


When it’s bright colored and made of jelly! 

The idea is simple to carry out. Use emptied 
raw eggshells as molds for a gelatin Easter 
dessert. Select bright-colored fruit gelatins— 
cherry, lime, orange, strawberry. 

To remove yolks and whites from shells, crack 
the small end of each egg slightly and pick 
away enough shell so the egg will drop out. 
Rinse well with cold water. 

Dissolve each package of gelatin in one cup 
of hot water, then add three fourths of cup of 
cold water. This will give you enough to fill eight 
eggshells. Pour gelatin into the rinsed egg- 
shells, using a funnel or a small pitcher. Set the 
eggs on end in an egg carton, and chill them 
until the gelatin is firm. Before serving, carefully 
crack and pull off the shells. 

Eggs of different colored gelatins may be 
decorated with whipped cream or cream 
cheese, using a pastry tube, if desired. 








Atlanta, Ga. __Davison’s 
Baltimore, Md. —____.___. Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 
Boston, Mass. R. H. Stearns Co. 
eee eee _..Martin’s 
Cleveland, Ohio -...._______ The Halle Bros. Co. 
RSE Meese een AT Martin's 
Indi > H. P. Wasson & Co. 
entails, Tenn. CS. Goldsmith's 
4 SS, ee Saks-34th 
Pittsburgh, Penna. - __.Joseph Horne Co. 





Portland, Ore. _......_______ 
Richmond, Va. _.._..__________...___.__Miller & Rhoads 
Rochester, N. Y. I Clothing Co. 
Washington, D. C. Woodward & Lothrop 
Worcester, Mass. 


Meier & Frank Co., Inc. 


Neti 





SEASON SPANNERS, PAGE 22 
Smarteens Blouse 
IR NID iansccincccncpicnciandictaniton The M. O'Neil Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio __......__.___.______ The Higbee Co. 
Detroit, Mich. Crowley's 
Miami, Fla. 








Be ee RE Burdine’s, Inc. 





Meow Vat, %. ¥. ........ — gdale’s 
St. Louis, Mo. _.___________________..__ Famous-Barr Co. 
Salt Lake City, Utah - eek ee Averbach's 


Washington, D. C. _Sebuel & Lothrop 


Active Sportswear Skirt 

Cleveland, Ohio __._.._________._____ The Halle Bros. Co. 
Ft. Wayne, Ind... Wolf & Dessaver 
Miami, Fla. _Burdine’s, Inc. 
Newark, N. J. _.L. Bamberger & Co. 
Philadelphia, Penna. _____ __John Wanamaker 
Richmond, Va. _._.____________ Miller & Rhoads 
Rochester, N. Y. ___._._.__.____E. D. Edwards & Son 
eh I, TD ascitic 


Joske’s 
Washington, D. C. _..__.____..____.____ The Hecht Co. 


Fashion Faculty Shirt and Skirt 

Fashion Shop Departments 
Clayton, Mo. piaeds __Junior Bazoar 
I I icciceictaisccietiernsecente Young Ages 


Burlington, Vt. _......._. 








a are Merry Simmons, Inc. 
Evansville, Ind. _...__.__---_------ssss The Baby Shop 
‘Lexington, Ky. _._____________.________Tots & Teens 
Lincoln, Neb. _.Hovland-Swanson 
Louisville, Ky. __.. H. P. Selman 
Memphis, Tenn. _Julius Lewis 
I, UII sacticiicnrtidisceetomciens Fritzel’s 





Oklahoma City, Okla. Kathryn Lipe’s, Inc. 
Pawtucket, R. 1... Perle ss Co. 
Philadelphia, Penna. ___________ Jeane Greene, Inc. 


TS Fairy Frocks Shop 
Seen, Met. ee Peerless Co. 
Stamford, Conn. ___________Miller’s Lilliputian Shop 


Fiah & Co. 
Peerless Co. 
APRIL, 1954 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
Troy, N. Y. - 

















k 


tna > 


~~. 
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TOO MUCH FOR HER 


An elderly lady was having her eyes ex- 
amined. The optician held up a card with the 
letters XZPTVCH and asked if she could see 
them clearly. 

“I can see them all right, 
I can’t read Greek.” 

Sent by NORA WELLS, Rolla, Missouri 


” she said, “but 


A REAL MEANIE! 


Pete: My teacher is the meanest person I 
know. 
PauL: How’s that? 


Pete: He borrows my penknife to sharpen 
his pencils to give me low marks. 
Sent by LINDA JOEL, Scranton, Pennsylvania 


PHEW! 


A flea and a fly in a flue were imprisoned, 
So what could they do? 
Said the fly, “Let us flee!” 
“Let us fly,” said the flea. 
And they flew through a flaw in the flue. 
Sent by ROZANNE GOLDSTEIN, Beverly Hills, Calif. 


SQUELCHED 


There was a traffic jam, and the inevitable 
horn tooter was blasting away on his horn. 
Then a young woman in the car next to his 
leaned out and inquired sweetly, 

“What else did you get for Christmas?” 

Sent by CHARLOTTE HOLZWORTH, Caro, Michigan 


BRING IN THE BLOODHOUNDS! 


Jean: What do you think? A sneak thief 
broke into our house and stole my bottle of 
perfume. 

Joe: What did you do? 

Jean: Oh, I put the police on the scent. 

Sent by NICHOLETTE McGEE, Cheatsey, England 


SURPRISE! 


CAPTAIN OF THE FooTBALL TEAM: Coach, 
we're going to present you with a victory for 
your birthday. 

Coacu: Good! I was expecting the usual 
tie. 

Sent by KRISTINE McDOWALL, Lansing, Michigan 


PROBABLY COULD EAT A HORSE 


The Scout hikers were having difficulty 
cooking their food. “This,” said the leader, 
is the time we should all put a bridle on our 
appetites.” 
“Td rather put a bit in my stomach,” mur- 
mured one of the hungry Scouts. 
Sent by KYLE HUFF, Todd, North Carolina 


THE EASY WAY 


Sue: What a way to talk! Haven’t you read 
Webster’s dictionary? 

Sam: No, I'm waiting till they make it into 
a movie, 

Sent by JACKIE MESSA, Cro’on-on-Hudson, New York 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


CRAMPING HIS STYLE 


“Be sure to be a little gentleman,” re- 
minded a mother as her ten-year-old son set 
off for a party. “You know what that means, 
don’t you?” 

“Yes,” replied the little boy, 


won't have a good time.” 
Sent by CORINNE EIDE, Kingston, Illinois 


“it means I 


THERE’S A DIFFERENCE 


PoLicEMAN: What's the matter, little boy? 
Are you lost? 

LittLe Boy: No—but I would like to know 
where my father and mother have wandered 


to. 
Sent by MARY R. GARBER, Los Angeles, California 


FOR CREW CUTS 


Joyce: I'd love to see one of those special 
ships where sailors get their hair cut. 

MipsHIPMAN: There are no such ships in 
our navy. 

Joyce: Then what are those clipper ships 
I’ve heard so much about? 

Sent by PATTY WOODS, Newton, Iilinois 


WEARY WILLY 


FARMER (at crack of dawn): Wake up, 
boy! Aren’t you ready to take up the burdens 
of a new day? 

Crry-soy FARMHAND: No, sir. I'm not 


through laying down yesterday’s burdens yet. 
Sent by BERNICE GOESSL, Maribel, Wisconsin 


IMPORTANT NOTICE 


All jokes must be sent to THE AMERICAN GIRL on 
two-cent Government postal cards. Send as many jokes 
as you wish, but no more than two to a card. Write 
ne on or on the typowettey, and be sure to give your 

full address, and age. Address your is to 
THE = AMERICAN Gikt. Jokes Department, 155 East 44th 
Street, New York 17, New York. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00 for each 
joke printed on this page. 





“1 wish | had some terrific 
worries. Edith’s nuts about 
guys graying at the temples.” 

















Get these valuable stamps from 
far corners of World! All differ- 
ent—worth over $2 in Standard 
Catalog. GIVEN — booklet “How ¥ 
to Recognize Rare Stamps,” also ¥j 
offers for inspection, Send 10¢7 
for postage and handling today. 


KENMORE, Milford XH-326,N.H.1 


327 DIFFERENT STAMPS 25: 


Including early Canada, Newfoundiand, British Colonies, 
Vatican, Red Russia, Hitler Heads, Indian States, Ani- 
mals, Airmails, French Colonies, —. Unusuals 
Every —— different. Rare bargal bh approvals. 
Money back guarantee. NIAGARA STAMP me rey +4 
NE SAGARA. on TH THE LAKE 421. NADA 


BAB ARUAEG 153 All Different , 
I: ERM AN | C 
[ene Semi-Postais 
Airmails, High Values. Big 
. aa ae edly lists and approvais 


Jamestown Stamp, Dept. 522, Jamestown, N. Y. 


GIGANTIC sacs Gl VENI 
Includes Triangles, Early United States 
— Animals — Commemoratives — British 

* 


Colonies — High Value Pictorials, etc. 
Tilus- 












Complete Collection plus Big 


trated Magazine ail free. Send 5¢ for postage. 
GRAY STAMP CO., Dept. AG, Toronto, Canada. 


yy is) 





STAMPS 


FOR ONLY Lory 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 2Set ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO 


DIFF. RUSSIA— 10¢ 
A colorful exciting collection of fascinat- 
ing stamps from behind the Iron Curtain 


Bargain-priced at 10¢ to introduce our 
tine cporeres.. 


Camden 70, New York 





SAPHIRE 
___ Box 44, Times Square Station. New York 36, N.Y. 


ANIMALS, 2823.72 


BIRDS, TRIANGLES, 
graphical, Musical, oe ed Giants Midgets and over 100 


Flowers, Butterflies, Fish, Ships, 
Multicolored, Historical, Geo- 
others—Only 25¢ ‘with Approvals. CANADA STAMP Co., 


Locomotives, King Dictators, 
1907 Main St.. Dept. 325, _Niagara Falls, N 





> 200 DIFFERENT Be Senet “10 
Asia, etc., oan . ona {unused stamps,” you ail be 


used st 
thrilled! All given to appeores rvice applicants cqnttan 
Ze postage. TATHAM STAMP Co., SPRINGFIELD—4. ass. 


¢ 


ame 





COLLECTION GIVEN 


More than 100 diff, fascinating. in- 
Nag stamps from Europe, Africa, 
ikans. 





United Nations Ist Stamp Issue 
Considered by many to be one 
Most attractive sets. Pictures U.) . 
Embiem, Flag and Peoples “of World. Only 
10¢. Approvals includ 







LES 
Box 1246-AG, Church St. Sta., N.Y.C. 38 








. MINT BRITISH COLONIES 

© aon Tonga, Seychelles, Brunei, Trans- 
g Jordan, Sarawak, Solomon Islands, Caymans, 

Gilbert Ellice—GIVEN with approvals. 


VIKING 11-R 


Northern Bivd. Great Neck, N. Y. 


210 DIFF. STAMPS 
Catalogue Value Over $5.00 
Includes many hard to get stamps such as Iceland, Swiss, 
Haiti overprints, U.S. Telegraph, Egypt. Peace Issues 
British Commemoratives, ete. Price only 25 cents to Ap- 
proval Buyers. 
E. CODWISE Box 5, Melrose Hids., Mass. 


Wheat Are “Approvals”? 


“approval sheets," mean sheets with 








ers. The only obligation on th 
**‘Approvals”’ is that the stamps must be returned promptly 
and in good condition, or paid for 
The price of each stamp is on ‘the sheet and the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to buy, then return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as 
when received, enclosing the price of the stamps” he 4 
detached and, most important, his name, street, addres 
city, postal zone number, State, and the invoice number. 
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STARRING DEAN MARTIN of THE DEAN MAR- 
TIN-JERRY LEWIS TEAM and JEFF CLARK For- 
merly of the LUCKY STRIKE HIT PARADE. 
ARLENE JAMES of — and ED SULLIVAN’S 
TOAST OF THE TOWN 


AMAZING NEW puts Grooves 
closer together. You get 10, 000° inches of 
ten inch record! You get 3 Song Parade Hits on each 





plete Lucky So $ side! You save 
$13.04. You pay only 17¢ a song. Only $2.98 for all 18! 
You hear 3 songs without having to change the record. 





New Improved Old Style Record 
(Grooved Too Far 
(Closer Grooved) Apart) 


DEAN MARTIN 


Dean Martin of the Dean Bastien perry Lewis Team on 
.V.) brings you Senn Par Hits on break-' woe 
78 R.P.M. records. Only ive Monch song. Also on 45's. 





SNOOKY LANSON 
of the Lucky Strike Hit 
Parade brings you the 
Collector's Item Record 
Hits for only 17¢ each 
R.P.M. records only! —on 78 R.P.M. records. 


MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY f 
SONG PARADE CO., Dept. 276 3 S204 13 hem 

318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 
Oo 


R the 18 Top Smash Hit Songs starring 
Dean ‘Martin, Jeff Clark and Arlene James and a 
supporting cast on 3 break-resistant vinyl records. 
I enclose $2. bad) vend t postage prepaid. (I save 90¢ 

payment with my order.) 
Pp hy B “songs and only return 12 for 


refund if not Snes. 
0D Send 78 R.P.M. speed. D Send “45 R.P.M. speed. 
© t enclose $2.98. Send the 18 Hillbilly Songs. 
. By the 18 Country Hymns. 
$2.9 d the 18 Mambos. 
l enclose $2. ee. ‘séna the 12 Square Dances and Book. 
1 enclose $2 7, wae d the 18 Collector’s Songs in 


BILL LAWRENCE 
formerly of the Arthur 





O ooooc 





] Name 
1 Address__ 
City eopnnstiantaraneguanen .... Zone State 





I 

| 

8 RPM | 

1 enclose $16.9 oe. Sone _ - Sets indicated or 

1 6 Set | 

= 

| 

J 


PAYING 89 EACH FOR HIT PARADE RECORDS 


NEW “Closer Grooved’ 78 R.P.M. RECORDS 
THIS WEEK’S 18 Hit Parade SONGS 


WITH DEAN MARTIN ano otners 
FOR 17° EACH! “sro 


Now! 6 
Complete 
Hits on 1 
Standard 
Speed 78 
Record 
or 45's 


18 ror $9-78 





(1118 HIT PARADE SONGS BY DEAN MARTIN 
& enti “4 $2.98 











1. Secret Love Q. Stranger In P Paradise 

2. Make Love to Me it. That's sane 

3. Till We Two Are On 2. Eh, Cum 

4. From the Vine Came the 13: Chan Wy ; Partners 
4. Ricoc 

s. ane At Heart 5S. On Mein 

6. Cross Over The Bridge 33: beg A my PBaby ° 

7. aw Town Strutters Bal! Bac 

8. 17. Heart a my Heart 

9. The Book 18. Rags to Riches 

(118 HILLBILLY SONGS—ONLY $2.98 





1. Slowly 11. I'm Walkin’ the Dog 
2. You All Co 12. Wake Up Irene 
3. i Really Don" Want to Know 13. When Mexican Joe Met 
Fe ee ee ctintni, Jole Bion 

- Doggone it Baby I'mintove 14. Let Me Be The One 
$: $4 a a ee 15. Tennessee Wig Walk 
8. There Stands the Glass 16. Mama, Come Get 
9. Satisfaction Guaranteed Your Baby Boy 
io. ! var jot More Than 17. It’s Been So Long 

Yor Ever Know 18. Tain't Nice 











(1 18 COUNTRY HYMNS—ONLY $2.98 


1. Farther Along 10. 1f We Ever Meet Again 

2. The Family Who Prays 11. | Know Who Holds 

3. While The Ages Roll On Tomorrow 

4. Mansion ver Tate tr 32. Glory Land March 

6. From The Manger to 13. No Tears In Heaven 

um The Srene.., ec 14. Man of Galilee 

« Someone To Care "i h Sinni 

8. | Can’t Help What gh tne ella 
Others Say + Saernee 

9. I'm Using ,- _Binte 17. Crying In The Chapel 
For a Road 18. The Great Milky Way 














018 Doguter Latin Rhythm Mambo Songs | $2.98 
Tito Puente, Tito nas and Joe Loc 





. Roriotn El Pollo | Nuevo mambo 
+ No Cuentes Conmigo 11. Quero No M 
12. Besos De Caramelos 
1 Campanero 13. Quilo E! Bon Bon 
Tu Piato 14. Mambo Nuevo York 


. Sagueboroco 
sy 

| Mambo Hop 
umbabe 


SONP URN 





18. En Bolondron 








(1 12 SQUARE DANCES & BOOK — $2.98 


You get 12 Square mg Songs by Hap Williams and 
others plus Gift Book ‘‘Square Dancing’ * for $2.98 

1. Mockin’ Bi 7. Chicken Reel 

2. Flop Eared Mule 8. Golden Sli 

3. Buffalo G 9. Red River Valley 

4. Oh, Susanna 10. Arkansas Traveler 

5S. Soldier's Joy 11. Little Brown Ju 

6. Devil's Dream 12. Turkey in the Straw 
PLUS BOOK: 0 78 RPM 045 8 


**Square Dancing For Young And Old’’ 











() 18 COLLECTOR’S SONGS—$2.98 


By Snooky Lanson, Bill Lawrence, etc. $2.98 


1. Tell Me You’re Mine 11. Ea | Waltz Again With 
3: Yau wclong To 'M 
. You Belong To Me 
4. Anywhere | Wander a2. Dow's Let a the Stare Get 
5. Takes Two To Tango 
6. My Baby’s Coming Home 13. Trying 
z oer ¢ of , _ 14. Even Now 
- Keep it Secre 15. Glow Worm 
©. Pe ee Thrill Me, 16. Have You Heard 


Me . . 
Why Don't You Believe 17. Side By Side 
18. Oh Happy Day 











Mount Precious Prints 


wih ENGEL 
CORNERS! 


POC-KET Style 


Permits filing negative 

under print when print 2 

is mounted tight— 

—exclusive Engel feature. Black, white, 
100 of gold, silver, brown or red. Get some today! 


@ color 
10¢ Ran 
ART CORNERS—clear as glass 
Mount prints, greeting cards, etc. 
with ee visibility! 100 ‘white 
or black backing 1i5c. Order from 


your dealer! Ww rite for FREE. circu- 
} ‘How to Keep the Things You 
ve.’ 
















INR digi WALLET SIZE 
DELUXE PRINTS 


Original Picture 
Return 


SEND ANY SIZE 
PHOTO OR NEGATIVE 


FEDERAL WALLET SIZE PHOTO CO, 
P. O. Box 2448, Dept. AG Kansas City, Mo. 








NE W FRIENDSHIP RING 


ENGRAVED FREE 


GIRLS! You'll be thrilled by the 
beauty of this sterling silver ring 
of romance and charm! Beautiful, 
pierced Forget-me-not design (sym- 
bol) of True Love, Friendship and 
good wishes. Both hearts Engraved 
y Free with first mame or Initials. 
Give ring size or strip. No C.O.D.'s. 


SPECIAL $1.25 with 


ONLY THIS AD 


TASH ENGRAVING COMPANY 
Broadway Dept. R-52 New York 13, N.Y. 








CATALOG 
WITH 
» NEW! DIFFERENT! BEAUTIFUL! 


= For she first time — sensational pictures 

= of your favorite movie stars in professional 
high ‘gloss finish. Special super-duper offer: 

FP 20 for 25¢ * 50 for 50¢ * 120 for $1" 


‘ FRE CATALOG with 215 PICTURES 
cmmmmmmme CF STARS with your order 


DeLUXE PHOTO SERVICE, Dept.84 
Box 947, Church St. Annex, New York &, N.Y. 


Bead Work, Buckskin, Beads, 
NDIAN Feathers, Moccasins, Wigs, Sup- 
plies; buying direct from Indi- 


ans; prices reasonable. Free list. 


PAWNEE BILL’S INDIAN TRADING POST 


215 PICTURES FREE! 
























Box 35-A PAWNEE, OKLAHOMA 













Rules for BY YOU: Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be- 
fore published, should be submitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the sender’s, 
Contributions must not be copied in any way 
from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life. 
Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on stiff 
drawing paper or poster board; may be done 
in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 5” x 7”, 
Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject, Black-and. 
white only. No smaller than 24” hy 2%”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs will 
not be considered. 

RULES 
1. Entries for the August, 1954, issue must be 
mailed on or before May 1, 1954. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of 
the magazine for which they are submitted. 
2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 

AWARDS 

First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

THe AMERICAN Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 


ANSWER TO 
THE CROSSWORD PUZZLE 
ON PAGE 48 
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« BabyRuth 


WERE GRADED BS: sco: “ 












LIKE DAIRY BUTTER 


it would be marked { “4 


*93 SCORE 


(Finest Grade) 


Also in BIG GENEROUS 
1O¢ Size 


* Q3 SCORE for Quality Excellence 


* Q3 SCORE for Good Eating Anytime 





* 93 SCORE for Delicious Food-Energy By actual energy tests, a 125 Ib 


athlete (pedaling at moderate 
speed) can ride more than 19 


* Q3 SCORE for Universal Popularity ee 


tained in one 10c bar of delicious 
Baby Ruth 


Always Ask For 


CURTISS 


Lh Condes 


I) 


makers of Butterfinger. Coconut Grove. Caramel Nougat, Dip candy bars, Saf-TPops, Fruit Drops, Mints aad Gum 











Coke Time 


Any time is Coke time— 

any time you feel the impulse 

to enjoy delicious Coca-Cola 

or share it with a friend. 

Most occasions in life are 

happier and brighter when you 

enliven them with sparkling Coca-Cola. 
Those dancing, joyous sparks 

of matchless flavor—who can resist 


their invitation to be happy? 





See EDDIE FISHER on “‘Coke Time” 
NBC Television twice each week 


47; POT 


You but ib quality. 


“COKE” IS A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK. COPYRIGHT 1953, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 











